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‘“waybe! LOOK UP, MY DARLING. IT Is NO DREAM. I HAVE REALLY (COMB BACK 


A CRUEL DECEPTION. 
[A NOVELETTE.] 





chanced to be that undesirable thing—a younger 
son, and estaté and property being strictly entailed 


hie birth gave him iittle fmportance, save a liberal | p 


education, a commision in a crack regiment, and 
the addition of two hundred a year to his 


pay. 
But Adrian never deemed himself poor, never 
resented even fn epirit that the brother, only ten 


minutes older than himself, should be well-nigh a | 


and there were few people who did not think 
young Adrian a lucky fellow to wii such & 
rine, 

The old father lived to see a son born to the 
oung couple, and died just afver the marriage of 
Kis heir, and the almost simultaneous de- 
partare of Hay?¢ and her husband for the Far 
East. 

The Lelghs were a handsome couple, even if 


millionaire, while he, for hig rank, wae decidely | Fortune’s stepchildren. Adrian 4 thorough 


Adrian had one of those frank, noble natures 
which sometimes seem as though, amid the 
greed and rapacity, the trickery and subterfuge 
of the world around them, they had yet man- 
aged to retain something of Heaven's purity, 

He had married young, and for love. His bride 
wae a lous beanty, 

Old sdbey we 8 paper boy to = 

» bab Hayéé conquered him, 

as, ~ , she did all hearts that came within her 
resc 7 “5 


She wad a daacling, fascinating creatare, 


| Kogifshman, blue eyes and flaxen hair, which 
just sulted his true Saxon complezfon. Haydé 
dark and small; so slender and syiph-like in 
her proportions, that she might have passed 
for an elder sister rather than the mother of 
the beautifal boy Adrian feared they would 
have to send home to England in tha 
spricg. 

A mite of creature, traly, was Mrs, 
Adrian, and with something forefgn fn her 
beauty. 

Both her parents were English ; but surcly 





there must have }een an Esatern ancestor sone- 
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where far back In har pedigree to account for 
her dusky balr, hee large, Iumlaons black eyes, 
and the orfeate! love of colour which regalated 
her attire, 2nd made her always lock as though 
she had stepped ont of a picture, 

To zee her now, fo the quiet of her home, was 
fn fadication of her character, No déshabille or 
eareless négligé, Jast a muslin drew confined at 
the waist by a ellver girdle, a knob of cerise velvet 
at her throat, and another half hidden fn her hair, 
The almplest totlet possible, and yet one in which 
she looked fib to meet the Queen. Two pink spots 
burned in her cheeks, Her dark eyes were fall of 
eagerness as she ary out from the hesp o 
letters one directed In the clear, business-like 
hand of her brother-In-law’s trasted lawyer. 

“* What can old Cameron have to write to you 
about?’ she asked Airtan & little excitedly, 
** Surely Herbert can't have been stricken with 
fib of remorse because he enjoys an income forty 
times sz large as yours, and doss nothing to earn 
it? Snrely, after ali thess years, he can’t have 
discovered he grined an unfair advantage over you 
jusb by entering the world ten minutes 
sooner ?” 


“ Hash 1” sald A gently. He sever could 
bear Haydé to allade ‘his beother’s wealth, for 
It seemed sometimesag though she almost owed 
Sir Hubsri o grudge on account of those wy ten 


minutes of epost ” Huah 1” bed the 
young husband, gre “ Hay?é, me to 
heer you talk like th xe 

Haydé pouted. 


“You wight as well ah the letter, Adrian, ms 
Ist me know what the old fosall has to say. 
bas never tronbled you with any p Sa on 
before, so I can’t help feeling curious.” 

‘*Mr, Cameron is an esteemed friend, Haydé. 
I wish you wouldn’b call him names’! ” 


“Once more, Adrian, will = mre pl "2 had 
curfosity, aud let me hear why 
your pardon—why oar ‘ esteemed frisnd ’ hae to 


descended to remember your existence mons 

- Adrian opened the letter, In trath, be was 8 
llstle curious himeelf, 

Sir Hubert was very affectionate brother and 
an excellent correspondent, so it seemed {mpro- 
bable that he should employ the family lawyer to 
write to India on his bebaif, Yet it was still more 
unlikely that Mr. Cameron should hays written on 
business of his own. 

“ Well,’ sald Haydé, impatiently, when she bad 
waited two minutes, ‘' whatis the matter? Iam 
wore your face looks long enough for a faneral |” 

“ T have very bad news |” 

“ Has Hubert taken to racing, and Joab bis for- 
tune on the turf” asked Mra, Adrian, wickedly. 

" Haycé |” 

** Well, you said you had bad news.” 

“ My brothe: has lost what he valned far more 
then fortane, Haydé—his wife and children |" 

Whlte to her very l!ps had grown beautiful 
Mrs. Leigh, One would have sald she was 
terribly shocked at the bad news; but the trus 
feeling ab her heart wae triumph. 

She had but one thought, and but for knowing 
it would pain her husband, the cry on her lips 
must bave found speech. 

**Oaly one life now between us and Bel- 

mont!” 
« And {t was trae, Moreover, circumstances 
ssemed to make {t most improbable Sir Haber 
would ever take a second wife.- He had simply 
Idolised his Blanche, and was, besides, a aby, re- 
tiring msn, detesting general society, and with 
almost s morbid dread of strangers. 

Haycé recollected, with guilty joy, he had 
never been very strorg. What more likely than 
this double grief should throw him into ps 
decline? In. fancy’s eye Haydé saw herself 
already Lady Leigh of Belmont Abbey, and her 
prinesly boy heir of ali 

Aod her husband watching her, recked nothing 
of what wasin her mind, To him, that white, 

atartied face, that strange, unusual silence seemed 
onused by womanly pity and regret, 

“No wonder you are shocked, dearesb,” he 
wald, fondly. “It wae a terribly sudden blow,” 

*' How did {t happen?” 

were all pitched 


“Adriving accident, They 
out of the waggonette, Little Adrian wan picked 





 grlet and horror at. their lose wad too mush for 


poor Blanche, A little girl was harried too sud- 
denly Into the world, in a few hours she and 
her mother were with the little boys.” 

** Tt seems very wad.” 

“ Terrible.” 

“Why did nob Habert write himself?" 

* There issome injary to his right hand, Dear 
old fellow. If only I were in England, It fs 
selfish to think of ourselves, Haydé, but what a 
home we have lost for Jack, Blanche would have 
been a second mother to him when we send the 
little man to England.” 

“She was very, very good,” sald Haydd, In a 
strange, far-off sort of voice, ‘‘ bat then you see 
she was never tempted, A besuty and an heiress, 
AE eta she ever had aaingle want un- 
grat ” 

"I don’t suppose she ever had, It may be a 
comfort for big Hubert to remember that pre- 
sently, but the biow must bea terrible one, His 
wiley and three children gone at a oreg-# 

"I wish we were In Engiand,” said Haydé. 

"So do l—Heydé. I think I shall write and 
ask Hubert to come out and stay with us, The 

ht do him good,” 


bi at 

i her head, 

o net tiniest te world, Adrian, to invite 
<: mereedianiion tn place where some 
gaiety Is going on, No. the traest kind- 
neas to poor ‘aber would be for you to exchange 
fnto some regiment homeward bound.” 

*T shonld not itke to do shat,” sald Adrian, 
meee, "but I'll think «bond it. Ab! here 
comes Carlyle,” solaleciy 

There entered a 
ow Captain Leigh signs solr. He and Adrian 

d been staunch friends sver mes the latter 
jotaed the regiment. 

Hugh Carlyle was senlor captain now, and 

have his promotion before long, He was 
of old family, bub small means, and so had never 
bees soared by energetic chaperons or anxious, 
ise tes wd geen ie thd pin, at 
never posed as # woman hater, bat no ked 
on bin as. soextplans coats tar ie RL wae 
a brave soldier and a true and while 
‘his greatest intimate was 

a Lelgh. 

ardly a day passed without his visiting the 
bungalow, Ite master was devoted to him, Little 
Jack was his fervent admirer, and outwardly he 
and Haydé gob on admirably, 

Perhaps both were clever at concealing thele 


for no one fn the 
Cnet Carlyle of aatraning hw Leigh, and 
not even her own husband had an (dee that 


Haydé hated Hugh with every fibre of her pas- 
sfonate heart. 

And why! 

Haydé herself could not have explained the 
reason for her antipathy. Ske could not have put 
her motive Into worde, Ic was not that she felt 
jealous of his {nfiuence over her husband, for she 
admitted Hugh's nature was too loyal for him 
ever to have used [it against her, 

Perhaps her prejadice sroxe more from an 
instinct that Csptain le read her true charac- 
ter, and appreciated fb as it deserved, Then, too, 

be had been a guest at Belmont Abbey before she 
petra wy cage He had been the 
fatimate friend of the Leigh family years before 
poor orphan Huydé first met Adrian at a county 
ball, where she had gone by favour of the stately 
dowager who just then hired her services as 


companion, 
Hugh Carlyle knew ber origin, ari probably 
that had beantifal Haydé never crossed 
is path Adrian world have married the hetress 
- yer Gosired for hie bride, Ah! there lay 
the ating of It, 

Tt was quite true, Adrian had broken no 
pledge, decefved no one. He waa incapable of it. 
Bat six years before, at the time when Haydé 
Daval first came to Yorkshire, ip was widely 
rumoured that Sir An *s twin sons would 
wed the daughters and co-helresses of the Earl 
of Glenross, thelr nearest maaan. 

Nothing had been sald on elther side. The 


tizaacy, and there was no proof that they ever 


might dare to aay she was 


oung people bad grown up together in friendly’ 
ap desd. Karl did nb live til morning, and the to oy ts 





would have cared for each other, buly dnly Ha Be has 
® sbrewd suspicion that but cay , 0 tn 
ee es ee 
au as 

Salt Be aye 

6 was five ows an ri 

(as In heart she considered Marguerite) ies 
ab poor Blanche’s wedding. 

Marguerite must be five or six-and-twenty, 
Quite an old maid, care ot Mrs, \ 
= pene eee g © mh Carlyle wai 

at We are 5 
Hayéé left a him the oar, 
went away some excuse, Hugh listened 
like a man in a dream. 


“T think , Adelan, you are 
rant of worldly wledows as little Jack ; is Mion 


aister’s mmarriags she had quite adopted Habert 
ae a brother.” » 

“Well, be’ wil need & sleter more than ever 
now.” . 

“A beantifal | get of twenty-five, and s band. 
om widower oan is totale they kre you 
simple-enongh to fms can 
at wall teokter end elater !” iad pint 


“~ 


ag hy not?” 

" Because ton for 
marriage with a ere wife’s sister lawfal goce 
on.” 

" That will never ps3,” 

‘‘T am afraid ft will, Even if i does not, can 


those two go on living tegether, and perpetually 
hearing the subject discussed! Do you think » 
woman like ly Marguerite Ross could bear to 
live in such a that her very cervanie 
wn ney Sarai 
law to be changed te marry ber brother-in-law.’ 

Adrian elghed. 

_**T never thought of that.” 

BOF eee Sees Ren eee see ween OF thal 


kind. I only hope Habert will have more sense 
He ought elther to go away at once, or to send 
for some suitable peron to come and live as 
the Abbey.” 


“'Haydé bas just been we were in 
th * said Adrian, ‘‘ but I see no chance of 


"None whatever,” retarned Hagh Carlyle, 
gravely, for he saw Haydé's motives, and would 
do nothing to second them, “I wish Hubert 
would come out here for a few months.” 

Peg what Isaid; but then you see theres 

96 Hits going abroad would broach the {des of 
thelr separation, As it is, I don’t see how it fs to 
be done. He can’t well turn to Lady Marguerite 
and say ‘ You must leave my house lest people 
should suspect me of wanting to marry you, 
ean he?” 

"Tt is an awkward basiness.” 

Very ; I cn there Is no chance of Lady 
Marguerite’s rf ape ames else }" 

He looked Eady ground as he spcke, 
and would not meet Ay te eye; he need 


Ross, 
would have told her so, but for the pride which 
would nod let him woo s woman. so much richer 


than 
The door , and & email figure appeared, 
ita face Fat aight of epain Carlyle, 
hentai ome Wem yeare old, 
the joy of his ‘s heart, and ee chet centre 
of his mother’s smblibon. 


He was a princely boy, worthy te be. the 
heir of Belmont Abbey, oud the change in his 
fortune came home strongly to his friend. 


Like 
Haycé, Ca Carlyle jadged Hubert Leigh 
moat alibely be marry again, and valess he dic 
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so, all bis property was strictly entalled, wealth 
pee aps must all pass some day to Adrian's 
child. « 

Jack was nob strikingly like either of his 
pacents. He was an sttractive child, but his 
was noban Gncommon style of beauty ; tall for 
ie Ne aes eae his skin very fair, 
bat paler than 
halr in long curls his mother refased to have cut; 
blue eyes with long dark lashes. 


J 
of it till hls dying day.” 
Osriyle 1 sarpriced, 
at So bad as ” y 
pd beipd-: been «pet gy his mother the 
exben i,” drlan, pushing u 
the boy's sleeve, discovering an ag! cubed 


mark just above the elbow. It wae a disfiguring 
scar, and looked as though it mighii have been 
the work of blant scissors or 4 crooked pin rather 
than a fall, 


“ None of us feel equal'to the task of telling 
my wife,” went on the father, lightly. “To her 
Dr, Baily only admfited it be a long while 


before It went away, so I ami hoping by the time 
she discovers {ta permanent nature she may 
take comfort from tbs being In 2 place so easily 
bidden, If he bad been a young lady now it 
might have been awkward ; but a boy never 


wears short 

'Tt's rather a pity, " sald Carlyle, 
absently, “he had a pretty Mbtle arm.” 

He was thinking that if the boy’s mother 


ofended any of the native servants (and Haydé 
was nob - favourite gees yen much to the 
surprise of admirers), an revenge tried 
to steal the child, she m‘ght live to be gratefal to 
that acar, 

rst w something of euch scars, and after 
he had examined Jack’s arm he knew Dr, Baily 
waa right. , ‘ 

The mark might grow much falnter—would, 
probably, in time to come, look only like some 
white seam across the flesh ; bat there fe would 
remain so long as the boy lived. 

Carlyle’s errand thie morning was to 
arrange an excursion he and Adrian were 


planning. - - 

Hayéé, faulty as she. waz, never resented her 
husband’s takiog an occasional holiday without 
her, aud when she jolmed them presently, and 
found the discussion still going on, she said at 
pe i be all right even if they weregone 
aw ‘ 

Major Willlams was to be of the party, and 
his wife bad insisted on her and Jack being 
a house when the gentlemen were 
absent, 

Carlyle almost reproached himself that he could 
not her better when he saw how willing 
- cre ener ee to take his pleasure 
“Tub take good care of him, Mrs. 


what had been planned, and the change 
ia them brought about most conae- 
quences, 


i 
i 
! 


difference to the other two. : 
Carlyle dod Adrian mast go without him; they 





were such sworn friends they would be company 

h for each other, while, as for Mra. Lelgh 
and little Jack, he would not hear of his wite 
losing their visit, It would be a real pleseure to 
him to help her to entertalo them. 

Good, open-hearted Major Willlams! Could 
he only have foreseen all that was to come of his 
not joining the party I think be would have 
accompasnied his friends, even if he had had to ait 
> am and night for a week beforciand to get 

ugh his ; but he never dreamed any- 
thing serous could possibly result from the 
lana. 


je of 
""Good-bys, Haydé |” 


- Adrian took bis wife Into his arms, and 
kissed her, but did not {mmoediately leb her go. 
<a been parted before, and happily 


Uv , Captain Leigh was the  lenst 
of men, bat to-day there seemed a 
strange weight open his mind,a cloud on his 


Could i: be the news so lately come from Eag- 
land of that other husband and wife parfed so 

for all time. 

Could it bly be the recollection of all his 
brother lost at one blow which made Adrian 
so vaguely uneasy, and gave him ench a presenit- 
mentof {li that could he only have done eo with. 
out exciting comment, and, perhaps ridicule, he 
would have withdrawn even then at the eleventh 
hour from the expedition ! 

Bat retreat was Impossible, unless he chore to 

hie fears, and own he upset carefaily- 
formed plans for a mere chimera—an almost 
womanly nervousness. 

Ta another moment Carlyle would arrive to 
fetch him, Half-an-hour later the Mojor would 
appear to escort Haydé and her child to bis bun- 
galow. Thelr luggage and the boy's nurse wore 
already gone, 

“Tako care of yourself!” ssid Haydé 
prettily. ** Why, Adrian, how grave you look !” 

He pressed her closer to himself, He loved 
her pvssfonately. From she moment he first saw 
her, six years before, and lost bie heart to her, 
that trae, honest heart had never wandered from 
ite allegiance, 

“Somehow, I don’t like leaving you,” he con- 


fessed. 

Haydé burst out laugting. 

Adrian, Adrian, what will you ssy next} 
Why, you have left me lots of times before 
One would think we had only just been married, 
and this was our first parting.’ 

Clearly {b was useless to try to explain to her 
the mameless fear that hang over him, She 
could not understand. Dearly as be loved her, 
there were moments when Adrian realised dimly 
there were depths in his nature her's bad never 
sounded, and what could he do but kise her 
again, and bid her take care of herself? 

‘The Wiillamses will see to that,” returned 
Haydé, lightly, “Adrian, what makes you so 
I never felt better fu my life, Itiss 
glorious day, too, for you to start.” 

wy . Haydé, don't think me fancifal, 
but I can’t help thipkiag of Hubert and bis wife, 
They loved each other as we do; yet they wers 


par and——" 
She did not understand him even yet, but she 
did realise how dear she was to him, and bis 


tenderness tou her fp spits of herself | 

hvac Pil tae = Whe Roe Ro ont 
riving suewe away, if you like.’ 
He smiled, : 


“A pretty tyrand Williams woald think me. 


No, my dear, evjoy “eset and be happy, only, 
Ha ie it anything happens don’t forget me.” 

harried knocking st the door. Ospitain 
Carlyle had come. He shock hands warmly 
with Mrs, Leigh, told her they should certain!y 
be back fn a week ; another moment and they 
had started, 

Adrian’s spirits rose when oncs he was away 
from home, It was not so much the separation 
from Haydé that troubled him asa kind of heunt- 
tog fear evil would come to her In his absence. 

Now that the rubicon was past and retreat 
{mpossible, hie spirits wwiftly rallied from their 
temporary depressiop, and before he had been 








gone many hours all recollection of his fore- 
bodings had left him. 

A®* first all went well. The two enjoyed 
themeelves vastly, Sport was excallent, and ib 
seemed likely to prove the pleseantes> of ali the 
many excursions they bad taken together. 
Whether they grew rash and too adventerour, or 
whether [t wae sluply an accident than might 
have befallen the mosh prudent sportamen no 
one ever know. But the Gfth day after they had 
left the station, when they should have been 
turning homewards, they discovered they had 
lost their way. They wandered hopslessly for 
miles. Fora lorg tims they wonld not confexe 
the truth even to themvelves ; but nicht found 
them forced to own they were Jost in an Indian 
jungle, whose vast plaine seemed almost track- 
less in theft extent, Lost, too, with very Mitle 
food anda ecanty supply of ammantition. 

To hia life’s end poor Carlyle could never look 
back upon thad time without horror, Ib was 
paiafal enongh while ib was actully presing. 
Peivations aud anxiety, joined to fatigas and 
exposure, did thelr work too well on Adrian 

He succumbed to a sharp attack of jungle 
fever, and the very evening which should have 
reatored him to Haydé and hie child found him 
stretched helplessly on the loug grase, his friend 
bending over him, and expecting every moment 
to be his laat. 

"Tb ts nearly over!” 

 Noneonse!” sald Carlyle, speakicg sharply, 
becanse he felis such grief he feared to break 
down like a woman. “If you can only hold out 
a littie longer help must come.” 

‘*Bat how!” aaked poor Adrian, feebly, 
“how In this awfal trackiews jungle cam help 
reach us, unieas, indeed, the wild beasts arrive 
to end our safferings !” 

Hagh groaned. He knew too well the last 
sugeeetion was not improbable, 

“Tf you would only leave me," gasped poor 
Adrian, with the generous Inipulee of one used 
to kindly thoughts. “ You have strength still ; 
ride on and on, fa time you must find your way 
ows of this ma'azs, You can save yourself.” 

‘Never withoud you.” 

Adrian, from very weaknase, ceared to covtest 
the point. A shadow filtted across his wan face, 
for a sad recollection had come to bin. 

" Aad to-nighi we were to have been homes | 
My poor Hayéé, how will she bear ih?” 

“* Hark ! what war that?” 

In the distatice cams a tramp of horses’ hoofs, 
A little party of riders were surely approaching, 
Osrlyle’s heart gave a throb of thaukfalness ; 
but Adrian’s eyes were closed. Stooping down 
Hugh could not catch his breath, 

He placed one hand to hic left elde, and felt 
no beat of the brave noble heart! Had merey 
really gous out of Heaven, and Adrian perished 
jast as belp was at hand! [4 seemed so. 

And the belp was real and substantial, The 
horses’ hoofs whore sound had seemed auch wel- 
come music to Captain Carlyie belonged to a 
party of natives, and one of these chanced te 
be a man whom Hagh had once saved from gread 
davger. Mach has been written of Indlan re- 
venge, but Indian gratitude is no less fervent, 
end when, In a few words, the position was ex- 
plained, the chief whom Carlyle had recognised 
told his companfone all he owed him, and plans 
Were soon arranged, 

Tae Indians declared the spot to be only fifty 
miles from the station; but the path was ao 
trackless the Captain would never fiod bie way 
back without a guide, The old chief's son would 
bs prond to ride with his father’s benefactor, and 
not leave him untfi he wae within easy reach of 
home, 

And Adrian! 

Carlyle gave one look at his frlend’s face, and 4 
kind of choked sob ascapsd him. 

“Too late!” esld the chief, sadly, ia his 
native tongue, which Hugh well understood. 
"Too late} bab wa bave a wigwam five miles 
off; I and my comrades will bear the body thére. 
A native missfonary is even now our guest, and 
he will eee that your poor friend has Christian 
burial. Ina few woeks Nicoli will be passing 
through the station, and he wil! then call and 
tell you all has been done.” 
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“I would rather stay with him.” 

wad ‘be. Aone, Alssaty' eo Popibed aoa 
would be lready practleed eye 
sould see on him symptors of the approachin 
fever. If he fa the j nN : 
to be buried with his friend. 

rect ae A, sont 

ne Old c '. 

“You can feel for yourself, His heart has 
wiked Carlyle, puting hie 

, putding his hand to poor Adrian’s 
left side felt no movement, not She slightest 
latter; all was fadeed over. He felt that for 
Adrian he could do nothing more, Better aurely, 
even for his friend’s sake, he should return to 
the atation, and break the awfal tidings. He 
knew he could trust the chiet’s that poor 
Adrian would have Ohristian amid the 
bright maze of the cruel jangle where he had 
found his death, 

" You agree?” urged the old man, “‘ lndeed it 
ls best,” 

" And you will ses thatp-——” 

" We will see bo all, Nicoli will be with you 
fa perhaps six weeks, and shall give you all 
tidings, My son shall ride with you now, and 
not leave you until you are withia sight of the 
station,” 

And fp the end the young Indian did even 
more than this. Sselng Captain Oarlyle was in 
no state to be left alone, he went with him 
straight to the Major's house, 

Though 1b was more than two days siace the 
wanderers had been expected, no anxlety had as 
yet been felt on their account, Hugh had noone 
to trouble at the delay of his return, and Haydé 
was nod the style of woman to distress herself 
needlessly, 

The Major himself eat on the verandah, the 
ladies were within. One look at Carlyle’s gannt, 
pale face, a few words In tolerable Eoglish from 
the chief's son (who had been educated ab an 
Raogilas Settlement), and he understood all, 

* Poor bh!” be murmured, eadly, “ Who's 
to tell his wife?” 

Bat she knew already. The sounds of the 
arrival had drawn her to the verandah in time to 
overhear the terrible story. Now she. stood 
motionless, an awfal stony stare in her glittering 
biack eyes. Carlyle, who had been too fll to 
apeak, and had only been able to bow his head fn 
mute confirmation of the Indian's statement, now 
turned to the young widow, excitement giving htm 
pew strength and voloe, 

“T would-have tb him back with me if I 
sonld, Ob, Mrs. Leigh, I would have given my 
life to bring back Adrian |” 

And then there was a sound as of a dall, heavy 
thud, and Hagh Carlyle bad fallen motionless at 
Haydé's feet. For weeks from that memorable 
evening he hovered between life and death, More 
than once the doctor belleved that it was over, 
and he had fallen a victim to the same terrible 
jangle fever which had carried cff his 
rlend, 


CHAPTER IL 


Iv was September. The summer bad been an 
unuraally hot one, and even now when, according 
to the almanack, autumn bad begun, the sun's 
rays beat with powerful heat, and falling on the 

stone walls of Belmont Abbey seemed to 
light up the picturesque old building with a 
strange beauty, while in the gardens the rich, late 
Rowers bloomed, and only the changing tints of 
the trees spoke of approaching winter. 

The Abbey Iteclf was a grand old place, dating 
from early Norman times. It had come into the 
possession of the Leighs at the Reformation and 
descended in unbroken Hine from father to eon 
ever since, 

Sir Habert was barely thirty when his wife 
— and village gossips declared he would marry 


agaln. 

They ibtle knew the man’s simple, loyal natars, 
and that having given the love of bis life to 
Bianche Roas, the idea of a second wife was to 
him not merely distasteful or repugnant, but 
simply impossible, a 

He stood on the terrace steps in the pleasant- 





un 
something soft and fisecy ; a 
younger one was @ coffee, 
Sir Habert was quite as innocant of wor: 
ween 9p ee eee Adrian, Left to 


old lady was Sir Hubert’s honsekesper and 
cbé‘elaine, and Lady Marguerite sim her 
guest, He hardly knew how he prop 1, 

He had hard work to get hie cousin to consent, 
for, anllke most widows, Lady Dagdale had no 
love of managing. It was only by assuring her 
how desolate his home must be If she refused 
that he prevailed on his Cousin Eunice to let her 
bijou villa for twelve months, and promise to 
spand at least that time at the Abbey. 

© T wish Adrian would come home.”’ 

It was Sir Habert who spoke. He had been 
lost In a reverie of which his brother was the 
hero. Very, close was the tle between the 
twins, and Sir Hubert had missed the soldier 
keenly sven before his bereavement. 

Perhaps there was an additional reason for 
his thoughts running on his brother to-silght. 
Adrian was usually an excellent correspondent, 
but of late he had failed strangely. He had 
heard of Lady B.anche’s death, bub after his 
first warm letter of sympathy he had let three 
malls paes by without writing. It was strange 
that be should be chary of his letiers at a time 
when he must know Habert needed all the 
cheerlog he could get, but so it waa. 

The terrible calamity which had fallen on the 
Abbey was three months old now, and Cousin 
Eanice bad been in Yorkshire more than two. 

It wae wonderful how she fitted in there, 
She was eo gentle and kindly that even Mar- 
guerite could bear to see her opposite Hubert at 
meale in the chair that had been Blanche’s. 

She did much to restore sunshine to the 
effi.cted house, while the stately dignity she 
could aseume at will, and the prestige which 
attached to her as the widow of a Gvvernor- 
General who had held almost regal court in a 
distant colony, effectually allenced any neighbours 
who presumed to question Lady Marguerite’s 
position at the Abbey, 

“J wonder Adrian does not come!” sald the 
old lady In reply to Sir Hubert’s lament for his 
absent brother. “How a man can like to be 
frizzled up In India I can’t imagine !” 

"I don’t think he did like it,” sald Daisy, 
thonghtfully. “I know Sir Anthony used 
to say he only went because he thought {> his 
duty.” 

“Aad the poaltion Is better,” returned 
Hubert, quietly. “ Both Adrian and Haydé 
are fond of galety, and they have a larger 
income, and are altogether of more Importance 
out there than they conld possibly be on a 
captain’s pay at home,” 

“I never met Airian’s wife,” said Lady 
Dagdsle, kindly, “She was a beauty, wasn’t 
8 ” 


“ Yes,” exsisimed Marguerite. ri 
“Nol” cried Sic Habert, io the same 
breath, : 





you 
1 refuse to be kind to his widow and little child 1” 


"Which am I to belisve?” asked {Cousia 


paused to bh his words; “and she wor 
Sarai inet as ead My father wae 
her slave towards the last; but I don’t think 


Sir Habert looked uncomfortable, 
“She could hold her own in the best society, 
You need never have feared her committing any 
He stoped Sa 
“How & man 1” sald Cousin Eanice, with 
gee * tem perhaps you can tell me what 
means” ‘ 


‘6 Not quite, I fear ; pt understand him.” 


“fess. be,” sald Lady Margueri 
» te, 
an argc og — < nay On 
tensely, so perhaps I may nob jadge her y. 
She was always very sweet and caressing in 


manner ; only 
*§ Oaly one felt she had claws," said Sir Habert, 
to the rescue, “ ite, you expres: 
my sentiments exactly, mever could find 
fault with anything Haydé said or did, 1 never 
found her out fn an untrath; but yet I always 


had the conviction she waa not sincere, I could 
not trast her.” 
" Your own brother's wife!” r m the dear 


old lady. “Surely that ts 5 
" Well, I would forgive anything if only she 
would persuade Adrian to come home, What ls 
the ueo of their staylug ont there when musi 
come in for the Abbey some day or other.” 

** Hebert 1” 

“ Well, Cousin Eanice, I am not predicting my 
speedy decease, I ouly state a fact, Whenever I 
die (and Iam but mortal), Haydé and her husband 
must reign here. If only I liked her better 
I should suggest their coming home at once, and 
ee me Te 
never ” ’ 


“« Have they any children?” 
“Oaly one, Jack, They did talk of sending 
him home next year. His first name fs Anthony, 


‘for they called him alter my father, who was tn- 


family.” 

“ Herk |” cried Marguerite, suddenly, ‘I om 
certain I hear wheels. Who can possibly be 
coming so late 1” 

Six o'clock !” exclaimed her brother-in-law, 

looking at his watch ; and everyone knows we 
dine at half-pist. I did not think the most {n- 
pr medi callers would distarb us 80 late, Well, 
T escape,” . 
“Stay 1” salk Marguerite, patting one hand on 
his arm, se, looking down the avenue, she recog- 
nised the vehicle approaching. “It fs no caller, 
Hubert. Look, it is one of the from the 
station hotel, and the roof is piled luggege, 
Either it ls come strange mistake, or the people 
in the fy have invited themselves on a visit to 
us. 


“TI kno@w of no one who would take such « 


an io on. 
Bat the fly had stopped, and from {b alighted 
a lady very slight and fragile, dreased In widow's 


weeds. 

Sire walked slowly up the terrace steps, 
leading « little child, 

Sir Habert, a strange fear at his heart, wend 
forward to recelve her, when, to his surprise, she 
flang herself weeplog into his arms. 

“Don’t you know me!” she sobbed, ‘' Have 
I really altered eo much as that! Bat ou were 
poor Adrian’s brother, and so won't 
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Poor Adrian ! Those two words and the widow's 
penpecbeye yoy 4 st Mh ida notes in 
his arms, Haydé at to 
where Lady and his cousin still sat, 

_ © Daley, {0 le Adcian’s wife come home In sad 
distress. Haydé, leb me introduce you to my 
cousin, Lady Dagdale.” 


Haydé's face was In perfect . She had 
imagined the old lad fe ply» bomebonper 
or chaperon. Tofind her a person of on 


was rather a disagreeable surprise. Oa the 

home Mrs, Leigh mapped oat her Sehaes. ike 

was to reside at Belmont Abbay as Its mistress, 

She meant to tell Hubert ft would make 

rite’s postion so much more comfortable {f she 

had s married woman to take her about, and Jo, 

here was the “ married woman” already on the 
ayd6 chomighs And some dtftcaity ta daloagher 
ay m some 

Conein Eanice ; bat Mrs. re her private 

feelings well under control, and so was fally equal 

to Kieslog Dalsy on both 


nob a true aatertion, “ bat Adrian was so terribly 


headstrong. 

Tals blame of the dead man jarred on the ears 
that heard it, 

'To fs yery terrible,” aaid Habert, sadly. “1 
ttle thought I should never see my brother 
again, and to love him fn such a way redoubles 
one’s grief. Still I am thankfal Carlyle was with 
him to the last Hugh fs a friend in « thowsind, 
and if he closed poor Adrian’s eyas we may know, 
at least, our lost one bad every care that human 
ness could suggest. 

Is will be seen that Haydé had somewhat 
altered the facts tu telliog her story. 

“Ol course, Oaptain Carlyle was very kind,” 
she admitted ; “ poor fellow, he rode at breakneck 

to tell me the news ; but it was too much for 
poor fellow, and almoat before he had finish- 
ed speaking he dropped senseless at my feet.”’ 

*Borely Hugh is not dead too!" cri-d the 
baronet, to whom {t seemed some fate pursued al! 
those he cared for. ‘‘You can’t mean that, 
Haydé|” if 

" The doctors had given up all hope,’ she an- 
swered, slowly, “ Major Williams would not hear 
of my walting, and little Jack was {0 such a 
terrible state of weakness, I felt it my duty to 
mes by the ead v rer nagea oF aaa change 

nea V © some or or 
ts tries ia Es & my po 
ou poor Carlyle literally hoverin 

between ile and death *” J . 


“ Ye—es,” admitted Haydé, reluctantly, for 
she felt he was blaming her {n his heart. “What 
else conld I do? A mother’s firat duty is to her 


. " Undow . By the way, Haydé, why did 
you not tome! If only you had cabled 
Es Adrian's death and your ow: retarn, I might 

ve had things more comfortable to receive 
you,” 


“T was too ht to think of euch things,” 
sald Haydé sadly, “I sm but a poor creature, 
Habert. Ecould only feel I hated the land which 
had coat me my hueband, and my first objec) was 
bo get away from {.” 

Where did you land at, Southampton }”’ 

“J never went there ; we travelled overland 
from Brindisi, I stayed week in London, and 
then came straight on here.” 

“A week fa London |” exclaimed Sir Habert, 
in unfeigued surprise, '‘ Whatever for 1” 

, | wares oud ws ee For three days 

never my room, then was alling, and I 
had to find a nurse,” 

“ You should have written to me.” 

“It mever entered my head, [ wae hoping 
each day to be able to start. Hubert, 
looked at him reproachfally with her liquid eyes, 
" remember all I have lost, and don’t be unkind 
to me. Adrian wae the best and kindest husband 
woman ever had. When he was gone, and all 
th t end decision fell on me, I felt just Ike 
& lese boat. You must not blame me ff I 

ded 


woman, and {0 fs so atrange and bard to have to 
plan and shift for myself, no wonder if I make 


"Tam not you, Haydé” Sir Hubert 
hastened to assure , but I Mejor 
Williams should, at least, have communicated 
with me Nay, Haydé, don’bery. I am not in 
the least reproaching you, for I am sure you 
must have had a terrible time of trouble and 


Mra, Leigh permitted herself to be pub to bed 
by Lady Marguerite and pstted by Cousin Eunfce, 
When every possible arrangement had 
for her comfort, the two ladies paused ab the 
door of the improvised nursery to Ingulre for thefr 


He's ir guest, 
- *' He's asleep, my lady,” said Mary, slmply. 
His mamma told me he was sadly delicate ; but 
poor lady, her troubles must have made 
her over anxfons, for I've bad a deal to do with 
children, and I never saw one look stronger or 


Lord Dagdale thougt the same, He was a 

















5 


d 


very respecta 
who seemed quite at home in an English 


“ Ob, no, my lady,” she sald, in answer to some 
Fon by Margussite’s, “T never was in India ; 
Leigh advertised for a nurse, and when she 
saw my references she engaged 
came to her last night,” 
Marguerite started. Her impression was (and 
if Haydé had not esid tein te lay dks chen 
wy janie implted {t) that the little party had 
“Mrs, “abort London about a week, my 
” said puree, nob as though wishing to 
¢ mischief ; but merely stating a fact. “ She 
she had to procure mourning and other 
The little boy looks wonderfully healthy 
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next morning. Perhaps had she kuown the 
Indian mall was due she would have made an 
effort to be downstairs, A+ fb was, Marguerite 
and her brother-in-law were alone when the letters 
were brought fv. 

** Oae Indian letter for Haydé, and three-—-na, 
four—for you, Hubert, they are all io the same 
handwriting, what can It mean /”’ 

The Baronet opened the one with the latest 
post-mark, and understood Major Williams wrote 
to say he had but jast discovered, through the 
mistake of a servant, the letters destined for the 
three preceding mails had never been posted, 

He sent them precisely as they had been dis- 
covered after the man’s dismissal, and could only 
truat Sir Habert would accept this expression of 
hie deep regret for his own seeming want of 
courtesy, 

Donbiless, Mre. Leigh had reached the Abbey 
some days since. To her the Major and his wite 
sent thelr warmest regards, They feared anxlous 
days were in store for her, se the regimental. 
surgeon had given ilttle hope of her boy's reach- 
fog manhood, 

A alight sanstroke, caught jast before hia 
father’s death, seemed to have undermined his 
constitution, 

In conclasion, the Msjor mentloned—-az the 
only good news he could offer—that Captain 
Carlyle was stil alive, and though in a most pre- 
carious state, they hoped the worst danger was 
now over, 

Sir Hubert read the other letters aloud to 
Marguerite In rotation. They told him little he 
did not know before, 

Major Williams had taken the charge of poor 
Adrian's affairs on himeelf, He thought Mcs. 
Leigh had borne the blow better than he had 
dared to hope ; but his worst fears were aronsed 
for the child. 

Jack had been a singularly. precocious boy, and 
devoted to his father, Constand fretting for him 
had Increased the mischief began by the sun- 
stroke, and the Major's sole reason for urging 
Mrs, Laslgh to hasten to Higland wae thab the 
boy might have the best medical advice, ] 

"Poor woman,” sighed Sir. Hubert, ‘no 
wonder she fz anzious. I am afraid more trouble 
fa in store for her, From this account I should 
say even if the boy lived, his Intellect would be 
affected. Did he strike you as deficient, D alsy {” 

Lady Marguer!te shook her head, 

* Haberb, be looks the picture of health, I? 
ou can bear 1b” (it was so short a time since the 
aronet’s own Ifctle children had frolicked round 

him that she feared the eight of hie little 
nephew might arouse palnfal thoughts), ‘I wish 
you would let me send for him?” 

“Why!” as he rang and gave the order, 

**T can’t help thiaking,” explained Datay, *' {6 
would be less palnfal for Haydé Afoer the 
Major's letters we can’t help expecting to see 
him a ttle strange, and if she saw we nobloed ft 
ft must, hurt her.” 

Mary and her charge soon appeared, Jack 
clambered Into Marguerite’s lap, and played 
with her watch chain. 

"T like you !” he whispered, confidentially, to 
her, “you're not Ike mamma!” 

Thie was perplexing, ontl! Marguerite recol- 
lected Haydé tn her anxiety for hie health 
might have bad to seem stern. 

“Do you like Eagland, Jack!” 
stared, 


Jack 

* Don’t know !"’ 

© Was It very nica on the big ship!” 

Jack stared again. 

*I got a ship of own,” he volunteered at 


last, “She bought is me, She sald I was on 
one jast like it when J was small,” 

* He must have forgotten !” sald Sir Hubert. 

" Please, sir,” pub In the ui “Mrs. Leigh 
says he —— everything. He can’t speak as 
word of Indian now.” 

“Hindustani,” corrected Marguerite, “Ip is 
strange, he does not look dull.” 

* He's as bright ae a batton, my lady, for all 
you tell him now, only be can’t remember.” 

Tae following week two London physicians of 
eminence for the treatment of brain dieences 
came to the Abbey at Sir Habert’s summons, 





Haydé had wished the consultation deferred, 
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She was ware, she sald, a month ‘of ‘country alr | verdict that he was as one dying when carried | Of course I remember Mrs, Lalgh’slittie boy, » 
bkeealee eaPamywetnyee ay {ateligenca ; but } him on board the Ocean Queen. The ’s true | beantifal child with blae eyes curling flaxea 
her brother-in-law wae firm. enough up to that point,” hair, I attended him’ constantly lets 

Jack must ons dap be the heir of Belmont} “ e aad ge Hark permed Rey i dlp vee 
Abbey, acd his health was of Importance, so the | “It isn’t well. There's foul play somewhere. | land. mother’s one fear was that ho 


two specialists arrived, and Mra, Ligh told her 
story. 

Ib was merely a repetition of Msjxt Williams's 
letter. Jack had never alled from his 
birth until the sunsiroke and the fre for bis 
father. Since that he had become as aaw 
him now. From a bright, fatelligent child, his 
peactaty Soe Snare outll his whole Indtan life 
had faded from his mind, and he did not even 
resogulee bis father’s picture, —__ 

The deciors looked puzzled. They lMetened to 
Mrs, Leigh a They asked a few 
questions, bub they did nob commit them- 
selves to an opinion beyond saying that the 
pr! bodily health waa all that could be 


Mre. Leigh had left the room leading her Ilttle 
boy, and Sir Habsrt, who hed notioed the phyal- 
clan’s reserve, turned to them appealingly as soon 
as the door had closed on their patient and his 
mother, 

** He Is the helr of our house, Dr, Considine, I 
thick I would rather see him dead than know 
that he must grow up an fdiot.” 

“ You need not fear that,” returned Dr. Oonsl- 
dine, firmly. “I tell yon frankly, I see nothing 
whatever amiss with the child. Were ft my habit 
to recommend children for life Insurance (a detvest- 
able — I always discourage) I can tell youl 
would cartity that boy has ss ‘sound’ s life as 
could be passed.'” 

The younger man had hardly spoken all this 
times, but with kesn scrutiny had been watching 
all that wenton. He now turned to Marguerite 
with ao question, 

**Can you tell me by what steamer Mra. Leigh 
left India! I am aware she made the last part of 
the jonrnsy overland; but you may have heard 
by what vessel ahe embarked |” 

“The Ocean Queen,” , 

De. Conaidine iooked ap. 

“ What has the ehip tc do with Jt, Leslie?” 

‘A great deal. We hava ths atatement of the 
regimental doctor aud Major Williams as to the 
boy's feeble condition when we left India, We 
sse him now fa strong bodily health, This won- 
derfal amendment mast have come about on the 
voyage. Now, as each steamer carries a surgeon, 
we have only to consult the doctor of the. Ocean 
Queen to Isarn how the marvellous change In our 
patient's state waa effected.” 

Sir Hubert did not ifke the young mau’s tone, 
although he could nob have bold the reason for 
his averelon. _ 

** JT do not In the least care how the change was 
effected,"’ he said, coldly, ‘ All I desire to kaow 
is whether my nephew fe Itkely to grow up to 
mavhoed with unimpaired brains 1” 

It was Dz, Considine who answered both 
questioner, The youngsr phyelcian did mob 
epoak again thronghout the interview, bat as the 
two friends drove off to the station his colleague 
remarked, — ; 

“A curlous cass that. Till now I had 
always thought regimental dectora could be 
believed fn.”’ 

** Bo thay can.” 

“Wellf Aaything more false than the 
— of that child's symptoras I never 
read.” 

Loalie smiled. 

*' What's that for }” 

*' T’m nob going to tell you.” 

“*You'd better.” Toe two were staunch 
fclends and firm allies. ‘What's come to 
you this morning, Leslie? I never saw you 
80 ruds ho auyone as you were te that poor lbtle 
widow.” 

“ Poor little Impostor rather 1” 

“Why! Good gracious!” as a sudden light 
broke on him. “Sarely, you don’t thiak she’s 
an adventaress who's palmed herself off on Sir 

Hubert as his brother’s widow?” 

"BSho'e Mre. Leigh right enough, and I don’t 
doubt her belog the mother of the child who bad 
the sanstroke ; and I belleve all the regimental 
doobor sald about that boy. I accept the Major's 





I rather fancy a heavy fraud has been played on 
that bland, cutspoken baronet, and he’s a too 
honourable himself ever to find ft out. Dspend 
Satwtagmaue’ ieee selina 
y as Ww not one 
car sear 
“Goodness! Who fs he, then?” 
“Some orphan or foundiing whom that pretty 


widow kas bought to represent tho livtle son who’ 


died on the voyage home!” 
Dr. Considine gasped. 
. ir you believe that 1” 
J o.” 

“Bat only think, Lesile, 1} would be penal 
servitude, It is focredible that 2 woman in Mra. 
Leigh’s position would do auch a thing.” 

**Nob at all. She has nothing of her own 
except the scanty pension due to a captaln’s 
widow. It’s easy to see sheis no great favourite 
with her husband's family. Well, just think ; 
aa the mother of Slr Hubsert’s helr, her position 
{fs assured ; az a childless widow, she is # mere 
nobody.” 

Dr, Gonzldiae waz quite convinced, as his next 
queetfon proved, 

*‘ Ought we not to warn Sir Habert }” 

“ And be insulted for our pains! What punish- 
ment would a man like that think bad enough for 
anyone who dared to suspect one of bie women- 
kind! No; madam will succeed in her scheme 
for me. In fact, 1 sea only two chances of her 
baing unmasked,” 

** And they are?” 

“Some ones who knew the child (the real 
Jack Leigh, of course, I mean) in India well 
enough to detect any extraordinary change fn 
him, might return to Enogland and expose the 
fraud.” 

The elder man shook his head. 

** Children alter too much for that.” 

‘Bat there are birth marks and other things 
that never change. Now, the boy we saw to-day 
has hair that ao persuasions would Indace to earl. 
Sorae one might enddenly declare Jack Leigh had 
wavy hair. There are so many weak points in the 
widow's story thst If suspicion were once aroused 
she must be found out. She would never have 
succeeded so far but that she had been deallug 
with people too ultra honourable themeslves to 
think evil of her,” 

‘* Well, I don’t think Mrs, Leigh need fear the 
firet of your two chances much; now, what is 
the other *” 

“She mush have had a confederate !” 

“She fs far too clever.” 

“ Olever or not, she could not hide the fact of 
her own boy’s death. He must have died some- 
where and had a doctor's certificate, besides a 
faneral. Now, all this would Involve several 
persons knowing of the death, Then granted the 
present Master Jack is an impostor, she must have 
got him somehow. He could hardly have dropped 
from the clouds. Natural affection for the boy, 
ora greedy desire for hash money will surely 


.make the En teh originally belonged to 


seck out Mrs, ‘ 

“Then you think we can do nothing!” 

‘* Nothing at present,” 

"Tt seems eo the deception.” 

"Sir Habert is rich enough to bring up fifty 
orphans without feeling {t, At present It is only 
8 question of free quarters to the young archin. 
IT own ff {+ comes to the child succeeding to 
Belroont Abbey and the baronetcy, we might feel 
bound to speak.” aa 

** And meanwhile }” 

“TY ghall write to the doctor of the O.can 
Queen, I know him tolerably well, and I’m sure 
he won’ refuse me any Information in his power, 
The ship’s at Southampton now, so I shal! get an 
‘answer prebty soon.” 

He got it fm three days, and it was precisely 
what he expected, After promising the secrecy 
requested by Dr, Leslie, and expressing the 
pleasure {6 gave the writer #0 be able to oblige 
— the ship’s surgeon went straight to the 
piat, 





bonny boy. 

foo a8 he said, oon » “and get 
don’t know that I ought to : 
have a sorry life of It without his father.” 

" His mother fe devoted to him |” 

"Is she?” 

** Why, of course she ig, Her only child, and 
she a widow. Ib could mot be otherwise.” : 

That may make a difference,” admitted Hagh, 
‘‘ghe would be nobody but for the boy, and the 
thonght of that may make her tender with bim.” 

"Captain Carlyle, you are cruelly hard on 
Hayd4. You always were.” 

'Perhaps——- You see, Mra, Willlams, I 
loved her husband, Adrian was such a noble 
fellow, and ebe-was never worthy of him.” 

At this point Major Williams foterrupted the 
téte d-t4te between his wife and the lavalid. One 
look at bis face told Katy he bad brought good 


news. 

“ What is fb, Tom?” she demanded, coaxlngly. 
“Now don’t tease me, I can tell jast by look!ng 
at you something alice has happened.” 

“T have brought you a visitor, that’s al), Katy. 
Another invalic, so you will get quite experienced 


in oy 

“[ shall be jealous,” said Carlyle, pleasant!y. 
* Won't you tell us thename of Mra. Williams « 
new patient |” 

Tom Willisms looked a little anxiously at the 
invalid. 

“How are you feeling this afternoon, Carlyle, 
fit for a shock i” . 

J don’t think anything can be mack of a shock 
for me, unless,” the poor fellow’s voice shook, ‘‘{' 
is bad news from friends in England,’ 

Tt Is nothing about England, D> you re- 
member when you parted from Leigh |" 

© Rather 1” 

“ Dido’t those Indians promise that some mis- 
slonary of theirs should bring you an account of 
his faneral t” 

* Yes———Has he really come 1” 

"He has come! Katy (to his wife), don't 
look so dfsconsolate, I assure you I bave no 
{dea of inflicting a native preacher on you as 

t, knowing your aversion to sermons of all 
ds,” 


“ T should Uke to see him,” sald Carlyle, 

“ Softly! Allin good time. He can’t tell you 
any about the faneral, Hagh ; but he has 
brought yon a present. 

Carlyle amiled, half sadly. 

“T have ao many presents from the nativer, 
Major, really I shall need a museum soon to stow 
them away iu,” 5h 

“This is hardly a subject for a museum, 
objected the Major, " It's alive 1” 


* 
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“On!” 

“A kind of two-legged phenomenon—the 
preacher has and left {t on our hande, 
and it you equal to the shock I'll fetch 


Maral: Catehh, eielty:” “E tages Wo 
only some kind of harmless snake.” 


blame was all I never could 
‘break news’ properly,” 

" Adrian 1” 

“ Hogh!” 

bab was 

The two friends clasped bands In thankfalness 
Sittin tie tena oo toto her 
n room, to cry ito 
husband’s arm just outelde, where stood 
watching for her, 

“Tom!” 


“Te’s “if 
‘*Dida’t he die” 
as not.” 


suppose 
” Tom, do be nice!” 
“You strange young woman ! 
to be,” 
‘Then tell me all about it,” 


Vm trying 
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“Don’t tell him about his wife.” 
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‘© You know ft was the doctor's belief that poor 
child would never live even to reach England,” 

“Bat Haydé cabled from Brindiel Jack wae 
much better, That cablegram fs Captain Le!gh’s 
best comfort, He sits and gazes ab it for hours,” 

* And yet he won't let me send word to his 
wife of his safety.” 

rt T? thinks he would rather take her by sur- 

” — are nob always agreeable.” 

cha ‘om ed 

** Now, Katy, don’t get indignant, That poor 
fellow yonder ts jaat wrapped up in ble Haydé¢, 
De upon it, he pictures her a monument of 
woe, crying her eyes out for him, whereas, most 
likely, she's filrting despsrately with the most 


eligible man {n the county. For Adrian's sake— 
not mind—I should like to send her a 
warnin was coming. I belleve if he finds 


out denly how mistaken he has been In her 
all thee@ years {t wiil break his hears,” 

“Tom! You are nearly as hard on that poor 
little Haydé as even Captain Carlyle, It’s un- 
kind of you !” 

“ Perhaps 1” 
er : am certain Haydé was fond of her hus- 

** Bat are you certain she Is the sort of worman 
to be Glecovered weeping for him when he has 
been dead for months! Remember, Katy, if he 
finds her a gay, flirting widow, 1 will be an awful 
blow to him. I had far rather break my pro- 
mise to him and send a wire to put her on her 
_ Mrs, Williams reflected a little. 

“ You can warn Haydé,” she said at last, ' and 


: 


yet sm your fsa You know Captain 
Carlyle is going fn the same steamer as 
Adrian, are sure to travel straight to Bel- 
mont Abi her. Write by this mail to 


bey 

Sic Hubert that bis old friend starts in a week, 
and hopes to visit Yorkshire to inquire into the 
welfare of Haydé and her child, as he Is Jack's 
guardian, You know Haydé never liked Cap- 
taln Carlyle, and, depend upon ib, if she knows 
he fs coming, abe will be on her guard ; though I 
atill believe, Tom, yon a her.” 

admit the Major, but he 
wrote hfs letter to Yorkshire, with such an 
effectual reault that when Hugh reached South- 
ampton he found an urgent invitation to. go at 
ones to Belmont Abbey and become Sir Hubert’s 


guest. 
"They have no suspicion,” sald Adrian, 
when he had read the note his friend handed 
“And see, my brother says Jack is per- 
What a happy time we shall 
have at the dear old Abbey, and how thank- 
fal I ought to be I am spared to ace my loved 

H 


fellow! He meant every word he said, 
he gueesed that two days later he would 
with bitter palo, he was not aleeping safe 
ain and suffering, beneath the long grass of 
Todian jangle, 


aE 


CHAPTER IV., AND LAST. 


Mrs, Apriak Leich made herself very much 
home at Belmors Abbey. As mother of its 
was excusable, yet there were 
servants who ventured to con- 
she was almost entirely dependent 
ee tse to petri take 
to t 
Marguerite, whom everyone 
and an heiress to 


a 


BIE 
| ie 


Ee 
i 
: 
a 


i 


dy ot Habert’s former dislike to her, 
she managed to get him into her 
The baronet always spoke of his sister-in- 


&e, & 
"But ft's my belief, Daisy, my dear,” said 
— Cousin Eunice one morning Haydé 
quletly ignored her authority in some 





no one else was the Abbay’s mistress, ‘it's my 
belief Mrs, Adrian could turn the mont sensible 
msn round her finger, and so we'll not bo over 
hard on your brother for bie folly ; but just take 
a8 much pleasure as we can In epite of the charm. 
ing widow.” 

Marguerite’s eyes Glied with tears. 

“I don’t want pleasure, Cousin Ean’cs ; but 
for years I have looked on thie house ae my home, 
and ft does ssem hard to be made to feel J have 
po right here.” 

" Highty tighty!” aaid the old lady, smillog, 
“Don’t talk like that, We'll soon bring Hubert 
to his senses, Thore’s & alece of mine fn the 
Isle of Wight writes she’s jast longing for a 
sight of me, You and I will go and rpend a 
month with her, Daisy, and perhaps when your 
brother fe left to depend on Madame Hayéé 
for all his comfort and society hell foel the 
difference,” 

“T shonld like to go of all thingy, but-——” 

“Bab what 1” 

**T ar not invited for one thing.” 

* Yes, you ars, I invite you now, 
other objection 

“I don’t like leaving Jack.” 

Oousin Euuloe shook her head. 

“Considerfug hie mother pays no more atten- 
tion to him than if he were a stone, I’m not sur- 
— 3; and I dareesy the child will mies you, 

rguerite, bub he won’t bs neglected, His nuras 
is a consc'entions, feltbfal servant, and Mru, 
Adrian would not let him come to any serious 
harm, for she fs quite woman of the world enough 
to know all her claim on Hubert’s generosliy 
comes from that baby,” 

**T don’t think she loves him.” 

And then Marguerite blushed with annoyance 
that she should have spoken the thought aloud, 
for 1b was the fired time ahe had over breathed a 
word againab Adrian’s widow, 

"I don’t think she loves anyone,” agreed Cousia 
Eanice, “ Well, Daisy, I shall speak to Hubert 
about our trip to Ventnor to-day,” 

And when Major Wililams’ letter srrived telling 
of Hagh Carlyle’s retarn to Esgland all Mar- 
guerite’s hesitation was removed. Long ago she 
had euapected that he cared for her, and she knew 
that his was not a heart to change. Better far, 
that they should nob meet, So Daley allowed 
Cousin Eunice to settle theic journey to Ventnor 
and they ieft Belmont Abbey the very week the 
Indian traveller was expected, 

Mrs. Adrien had a ft of hysterics when ehe 
heard Hugh Carlyle was really coming, When 
she recovered she declared that it was most heart- 
lese and inconsiderate of him,. 

“He must sarely know the very sight of him 
is enough to make me wretched,”’ 

“Bat, Haydé,” remonstrated Sir Hubert, 
* surely you would like to hear of poor Adrian’s 
last hours 1” 

"No, I shouidn’i, I think that sord of feellag 
fa nothing but morbid enrlosity.’’ 

Sir Haberd had enjoyed Haydé's scie socisty 
for two whole days, and the resalt was precisely 
what Cousin Eanfce had predicted, Her pretty 
fascluations had lost their power. He was honestly 
weary of her, and ber present hearticss remarke 
quite fintshed his disillusion, 

“4 he must come here,” pursaed Sir 
Habert. “ He la your boy's guardian, I wonder 
whether Jack will remember him? After all, it 
ia only a very few weeks since the child used-to 
ase him every day.” 

The mother shook her head. 

" Jack recollects nothing about India. His 
memory fe a perfect blank.” 

“ Bat he fs improving. I never eaw a finer lit- 
tle fellow, and Marguerite eays he fa wouderfully 
intelligent for his sge.” 

“ Marguerite knows nothing about children {’” 
said Haydé, rather snappishly. ‘Ah! if you 
had only seen him ae he'was,” and she began 
to cry. 


What's the 


“' My dear gitl,” eald Sle Habert, kindly, for 


he really pitied her much aeshs tried his patience, 
* he will goon pick up again. “Perhaps his brain 
was too before, for, really, I think he 


is very forward now for five years old,” 
“Captain Osriyle always hated me!” said 
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Haydé, atill sobbing. ‘“ He fs aure to say I have 
neglected Jack.” 

“Nonsense! He had better nob say so to 
me,” 

By some mistake the visltor had not announced 
the hour of his arriva}, so n0 carriage could be 
sent to meet him. 

Sir Habert and Haycé were altting In the 
Mbrary {n anxious expectation when the sound of 
wheels was heard, and In another minute the 
butler, with joyous face, {nto their 
presence two gentlemen Instead of one. 

“Hayes ! wito!” 

She was In her husband's arms, The man who 
had loved her with almost fdolatrous worship was 
given back to her as though from the grave, and 
yet sho did not faint from emotion, or show any 
trace of joy. Instead, she just leant her little 


head his shoulder and broke into a pasefon 
mt pr 


“Hay’é! Look up, my darling! It is no 
dream. I have really come back !” 

“ And well he looks for a resuscitated 
man't” pat bi: Ganiotes * Come, Mrs, Leigh, I 
oe Adrian will soon be in perfect 


th, 
peer i — on. oli Karta 
“ ‘t you glad to see me?" ask 
troubled at bar ailence, 
“Glad? Of course I am! Delighted ; bat 
pon Tag how could you stay away from 
me ” 


"TI couldn’t help {t, dear! For weeks I hovered 
between Ute and death, My recovery 1s almost a 


“ You would like to see the boy!” suggested 
—, heartily, ‘Hay¢é, shall I ring for 

ac - 
“No!” Mrs, Adrian had recovered her com- 
“Not yet, I mast 


poeure ae — mm 
prepare his fa why bom og 

“Don's be fidgety, Adrian!” sald his 
brother, kindly. "Of course, I am willing to 
believe my nephew was a prodigy before his {ll- 
nese; but I assure you he fs a promising little 
boy now. His mother fe alwey lamenting his 
falling off, bat I declare he looks very sub- 
stantial now,” 

“He was never stout,”’ returned Adrian, 

tly, “a pretty Lbtle fellow, but not a prodigy. 

6, let me see him, You cannot think, wife, 

that any change illness may have made fo bim 

would destroy my love. I wonder if he will know 

me, I have not been so very long away from 
him after all.” 

“ He knows no one,” breathed Haydé,’ passfon- 
ately, ‘‘ His memory fs a perfect blank, and yot 
they will not belfeve he fe altered.” 

Adrian's face grew white as stone. 

“Yor pity’ssake epeak plafuly, Hubert, Don's 
try to conceal {t from mo, Tell me the trath in 
a word, Is my boy an idiot?” 

‘*Most certainly not,” was Slr Hubert’s 
emphatic answer, spoken so firmly and readily, 
so elmply and naturally, that poor Adrian trus' 
ft and took courage. “I will send for Jack at 
ones,” went on the Baronet, quietly fguoring 
another protest from Hay¢é. ‘‘I am certain 
when you see him you will admit he Is = son to 
be proud of, even If his Indian home and friends 
have faded from his mind.” 

One of Haydé's hands was clasped in her 
husband’s when Mary brought in little Jack, 
= the other she drow the boy to Adrian's 


"Should you have known him t” 

She put the question in her usual yoilce; bub 
there was a strange, anxious lock on her face. 
Suddenly she met Captain Carlyle’s eyes fixed on 
her, and with a cry ae of sudden terror she fell 
senseless to the ground. 

** The excltemerit must have been too much 
for her,” sald Ha simply to Carlyle, when 
her husband and servants head carried 
ey te her own room, ‘fb was a terrible 
r sy j 

Hugh did not answer. He was playing with 
the little boy, and trying vainly to recall himself 
to the child’s memory. As Jack saat on his knee, 
half absently the Captain turned up the loose 
sleeve of the lttie velvet tunic and looked above 


Adrien had said his little lad would carry to his 
ve. It was gone! 
"Does he suspect, poor fellow |” thought 
Hugh, as time passed on, and Adrian did not re- 
the library. ‘‘ Heaven help me if I have to 
open his eyes, I should nob dare to keep silence, 
and yet fe is an odlous task.” 
He was spared ft. Later, when he sab over 
the fire In his dreesing room waiting for the 
gong to summon him to dinner, Adrian envered 
silently and sat down cpposite him. One look 
into each other's eyes, and the friends knew they 
had made the same discovery. 

—<«" God you know ft,” broke from 
ag 
'* She says the temptation was too much for 

i ane line inome dace iife, and 

t ’ te 
when ashe saw a child with cur little Jack’s face 


everyone at the Abbey seemed to take it for 
granted this was her own son, for the child’s sake 
she let them think so.” 

* False to the core 1” thought Carlyle to him- 
eelf, I wonder how long it took ber vo make up 
that string of lies. Thereal story is not so pretty 
or pathetic, how having no claim on the 
Leigh estates, save through her child, she would 
not confess that he was and so palmed off 
@ atra s boy on Sir Hubert as his nephew.” 
This long mucing took time, and Adrian grew 
hart at hie friend’s ellence. 

" You cannot be hard on her, Hagb,” he 
pleaded, “ Think of her sufferings ; alone tn the 
world, poor girl, ab five-and-twenty.” 

“I think of the deception practiced on your 
brother,” said Carlyle, sternly. 

“She mever meant the boy to become 
Habert’s heir, If there had come any question 
of that she would have told the whole 


* I doubs it.” 
“ Hagh 1” 
" Read this letter, Adrian, I found is on my 
table, aad you wil! sce it iz in your wife's writing. 
Remember she believed you dead, and in that 
case I was probably the only person {in the 
world who could expose her fraud. Read this 
letter.” . 
The paper he put in Adrian's hand contained a 
passionate prayer to him nob to remark on any 
difference he ralght perceive in his Mbtle friend. 
The child was, indeed, atrangely changed from 
his former self, bat nothing could alter the 
truth that he wae Sir Habert’s heir, Any mention 
of the difference iv Jack would only bring down, 
blame on his mother, and she had enemice 
enough. 
It was when he read those lines which proved 
the confession his wife bad but just made to him 
only a faleehood, [tb was theu, I say, that poor 
Adrian regretted he was not sleeping beneath 
the tropical grass of the Indian jangle. 

He left Carlyle without a word, and went back 
to his wife, 

“YT have read your letter to Hagh. I know 
the truth atleast, Ob, Hay? é, how could you do 


ie?” 
''T was so afraid of bei: , and I new 
, are you very 


Hubert never liked me, A 
% ’ 

* Not angry—-oat to the heart!” 

“ But you will love me still?” 

" Child, love cannot live without faith. I must 
strive to protect you from all blame; but, 
Hayc 6, your fraud must not stand another day. 
I shall speak to Habert to-night.” 

**Oh! not to-night,” pleaded Hayc é, wivh the 
pretty wiles of brighter days, ‘' 
me to walt till to-morrow. Let Sir Hubert have 
this one night in joy at your return. To- 
morrow I will tell him ail m . Twelve 
hours’ delay can’t make mach d 06,” 

He promised her. 

“JT shall nop come down to dinner,” sald 
Heydé, in a strange, tired sort of volce, as 
though the excitement had Indeed wearied her. 
" You'd better nob disturb me gain, Adrian, to- 
night, but comeco me directly after breakfaat to- 





the elbow where the scar had been—the scar 


morrow, and we will tell Sir Habert together 
then.” { 


“ Very well, my poor child.” 

“ Aud, Adrian—won't you kiss me!” 

He gave her the kiss she asked for, sadly and 
slowly, then with an aching heart he went down 
to dinner. 


And it did |! 

People sald it was very atrange a mother could 
have been deceived, but then Indian children 
poryt pica Prorp b ge fh oe M 
Dot 80 eu! ly as Mes, 
Addie Tale ted ehoepe hes aeahating at a fine 
lady, not im the least like a “ motherly” 


woman, 

Poor Haydé | 

The little child who had figured for so short a 
time as the heir of the Leighs was adopted by 
= Sa He had a strange fancy for 
children, and the look he saw 


of his very own were hopeless, 

He was too noble to break his heart, even 
over the lozs of Daisy, He was alone in the 
world, aud little Jack was an orphan. It 
promt adhe {tae sacl hy, ote shied 

1) o ? 

He chanced to inherit a thousands about 
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cha‘elaine for his grand Bld home, Not that he 
ever forgot his Blanche or 
to another woman, only his 
end Adrian’s wife ruled naturally at the Abbey as 
ite mistress ; and the children whose voloes echoed 
through the grand old halle were A irian’s, 
and one day the eldest of the band would 
reign im hie uncle's place as Sir Anthony 
Leigh, 
ss * * = . 

_ Adrian never forget Haydé. She was his first 
love, his darling ; but his was not « nature to 
live alone, and so when the snowdrops bloomed 
for the third time on the erriag beauty’s grave 
he gave hie name and his happiness to the 
ing of a creature who loved him far better and 
far more onseifishly than {t had been in Haydé s 
gag ngewe tot 

married y Marguerite R>ss—the bride 
all his friends had destined for him nearly ben 
vn was a really 

yy one. 

e loves Marguerite tenderly, He gives her 
his perfect st, his entire confi lence, and in 
revarn her whole heart !s his ; her gentle devotion 
sweetens his whole life and softens, though it 
cannod quite blot out, the memory of that terrible 
otha sg Haydé's cruel deception wae found 
on 
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FLOWER OF FATE. 
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OHAPTER IIL—(continued.) 


WN an Incredibly short time Mr. Ds Mortimer 
to the nearest town and procured 


Me. ® Opera’ 


30m was ed crowd all 
Hy — bya day long. 
“It reminds me of my first nights at the dear 
= Selle in i metre ye gd dor 
tab wor together at a gown for Vera, who was 
impersovate the heroine of the old nursery 


yme. 
"Why are you not in London }” asked Amy, 
Maggie Delane shrugged her shoulders. 
‘London {fe the actor's paradise. I is the 
goal for which we all work. I was 


“You will be blessed for being so good to 
her,” whispered Amy, ae 

“Tdon’t want @ ” replied Maggie, 
bluntly. “TI ike the girl; she’s jast the same 
age as my elster at home. Lor! ta century 
{tseems since I saw them alll You know we're 
all on the boards but Edith, and she is too deli- 


would have made the gir) a perfect object in a| 
tawdrey tinsel affair, yards too big for her. Bat 
she would have hed to have worn it unless you 
had come to the rescne.” 

“T am only too glad to help,” sald Amy. 
“What part do you play ?” 
laughed the Prince, “3% won't know mo,” 

Maggie, 0 ou won't be 
shocked,” th 


“I don’t think I shall. Bat time ts going on. 
I will sew this ff you will make the tes, Vera 
will be in directly, and you both want something 
to sustain you to-night, I am sure.” 

Vera came fn almost as Amy finished, She 
had been down to the hal! to search in one of 
Miss Dalane’s large boxes for some imitation 
pearls and brought them fo mos? carefully, 
“We shall be so 


Hall was in a state of 
wild of farm-helps, village 
boys meg were assembled round the entrance, 
craniog necks to catch even « glimpse of 
what was on, and much fm by the 

pearance of Mr, Nathaniel Ds imer in his 

on to the narrow pivement & 

few yards of red baizs culled from the mysterious 

baskets, termed by the company, [nm the moat 
l tones, ' she wardrobe.” ’ 

by the success of hia miesion to Beacons- 

wold, Mc. De Mortimer, alded by the gentlemen 

of the company, had worked all day like the 


proverbial nigger. 

The seate allotted to Lord Vivian’s party were 
carefully arranged and cushioned and programmes, 
pag goa eae hur mace 

The band, {n their yeomanry uniform, were to 
be placed on chaira facing the small stage ; and 

bid fair to be a great and triamphant 
success for the operatic company. 

Vera dressed quietly, only by the trembling of 
her hands could one have gathered she was nervous, 
re yey — ego gaily while she performed her 
ps te, Main wed teste to do honour to 

grand , uced s m 6 red 

satin dress, with red silk tighte and and a 
wT will be a, Maget md Vv 

ou grand, a era, a8 

she ed at the handsome appearance of her 

- as the royal prines ; “ and you look #0 nioe, 


g* 
smiled, and contemplated herself {p the 
little bit of broken looking-glass. 
“Nathaniel ought to be in a better temper 
after this,” she observed. ‘Why, we'll get 
puff {t to any 


table bearing the 


g 
a 
& 


8 9a 
c ttt 


B58 
- E 
e 


i 
ir ds 





g 


silks and satins | the men in evening dress! {t fe 
jast scrumptuous! I feel aa if I were back tn 
town again. Now, Vera, take my advice; put 
your worries on one side, Sing and act, for yon 
can do both, and do them well.” 


CHAPTER IV. 


Tur Yeomanry band p\ayed the overture in fine 
atyle, while the crowds of villagers aud farm 
people stared amazed at the grand folk, and 
uttered many exclamations ab the jewels and 
beauty of the ladies, 

Lord Vivian and Lady Anice sat together, The 
young Earl’s handsome head was turned towards 
his dainty companion, and both lost the ex- 
pression on Rex Darniey’s face, whieh verged on 
conterapt, 

Wentworth Motte was the authority to which 
most of the party referred. 

Be knew Mies Marguerite Delane; he had 
seen her, and so the fashionable ladies were to 
a certain extent prepared for beholding one 
capable person at least, 

As the cartain drew up Lady Anice hushed 
ber whispered confidences to Lord Vivian, and 
they were all attention. 

Mr. De Mortimer had spoken wisely when he 
sald the piece was a little thing of his own, but 
containing many well-known alrs, The first 
scene was arranged at the Palace, when the 
Prince, dying of ennui, has the idea of a ball 
suggested to him by his Chamberlain ; and in 
this act songs and duets, taken from all kinds of 
operas, were indiscriminately dragged in. Miss 
Delane, however, looked so bright and hand- 
some, and sang eo well, that the incongrultles 
of the plece were passed over, 

The Earl’s party appisuded vigorously, and 
Mies — was led before the cartain honestly 
delighted, 

Wenty strolled outside during the interval in 
& preoccupied manner, and surveyed the Hall 
carefully, but no stange entrance could he per- 
ceive, so he had to return to his seat, consoling 
himself with the thought that the company 
were going to stay in the neighbourhood a week, 
and he could find some opportunity of makly 
Miss Marguerite Delane’s acquaintance, > 

When the curtain rose again the stage was 
dark. A slender figure in a ragged brown frock, 
was seated by what was meant to represent a 
fire-place. ‘ 

Lady Anfce’s dolly face had grown exceed. 
ingly bored, not to say annoyed, as she had seen 
Miss Delane. Her ladyship wae of that un- 
fortunately jealous disposition that sees a rival 
in every pretty woman. She gazed at the 
gloomy ecene with a certain amount of satls- 
faction ; at any rahe, according to all fairy lore, 
the Peince would not come on fc this act, and 
she would ‘be spared the annoyance of seeing all 
the gentlemen of the party applaud vociferously, 
with anmistaken admiration on their facos. " 

Even as she thought this there was a murmar 
of astonishment In the party. A voice had rung 
out ; e girl’s—pure, fresh, sweet as an angel's, 

Amy, sitting behind the smart people with 
Mcs. Watson, touched her mother's hand, 

“That's Vera,” she whispered, 

The plaintive song was sung to the end. There 
was a moment's silence; then thunders of 
wpplanse, led by the Earl and Rex Darniey, 

Cinderella hesitated a second, then rose froza 
her seat, and advanced down the stage. 

** Great beavens!’’ Lidy Anice heard her 
cousin Rex ejaculate ; “ what lovely child!” 

“By Jove!’ exclaimed Mr, Wentworth 
Motte, staring with open eyes, 

The ladies gave an involantary murmur, all 
except Lady Aaice, and she was watching E-ie 
Lord Vivian. 


"She le wondrovsly beautiful!” he sald, as 

{f to bimeelf. 

Vera went on with the recitative that ehe had 
so hard that morning ; and as she sang 

of her miserable lot, and the ceuelty of her step- 

sisters, her eyes went over the heads of the 

fashionable people and met the glance of Amy's 





At the contact she and seemed to 
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grtber strangth, for her volce swelled out, and 
she finished a difficult florid passage {n. trlamph, 

All through the act Rox Darnley watehed her 
slender, graceful form with the great coll of red 
golden hair almost tos heavy In its weight for 
the dainty head; and as he listened to the soft, 
refined tones, and took in the unmistakable 
points of good-breeding in the young actress, he 
grew more and more amazed, 

Lady Avice had a very decided frown on her 
face as the sve progressed ; for the 
ber beauty, and fr marvellous volce, appeared 
to be the one topic of conversation whenever the 
curtala fell, and certainly when the performance 
was on her ‘Indyship got little attention. 

When Vera appeared in the simple white gown 
with all her magaificant cloud of halr unbound, 
aod drawn off ber browa with a fillet of psaris, 
Amy beld her breath. 

” Thocen't she look lovely, mother *” she whis- 
pared, “so sweet and good,” 

Mrs, Wateon nodded, and Amy noticed, to her 

~ @read delight, that her mother looked brighter 
than she had done for many « day. 

“ Vera, old girl, you are sisply sland I 
am proud of you!” exclaimed oggie Delane 
juss before the last act, ‘I ehonldn’t ba aur- 
prised if this fen’s the beginning of great thi 
for you. Some of those swells are atruck all of 
a heap!” 

" With you thea, dear,” replied Vere, with a 
faint soille ; “and, anyhow, Maggies, what good 
can they do either you or me!” 

Maggie nodded her head wisely. 

“A friend at court fa always a good thing, and 
these young dukea are alwaye thick with 
mausgers, Why, they’ve only goli to bell a 
London manager they've s36n you-——" 

*'That will do, ff you please, Delaae,” broke In 
the deep voles of De Mortimer, .*'I will ye 
you kindly uot to fill Vera’e head with an 
— of this sort; she is stupid enoug 

ai” 

Vera shrank away as her father passed, and 
Maggie Delane turned azide, with a sneer dis- 
figuring her handsome face. 

'' Toat’s bis game, is io; Delane, indeed! I'll 
bring him to his bearings. Vera shall be saved 
from the sort of life he means to give her it I 
baye any chance, Why, the girl would bring him 
a fortuue in a moment. No, a0, Mr. Nathaniel 
Dea Mortimer, that sweet, pure girl shall escape if 
I can fhanage it.’ 

The songs, the love duet between the Prince 
and Cinderella, the trlo of vexation between the 
stepmother and sisters, aud the grand finale were 
given In fice style, and the curtain fell on the 
most successfal performance Nathaule! De Mor- 
timer had ever been associated with, 

The Beacouswold party waited to let the 
general crowd clear, then made their way slowly 
through the narrow entrance to the carriages, 

Ove and all were enchanted with the Cinder. 
ella, all except Lady Anlce, and she pursed in 

pretty lips witha sneer. However, as she 
een her hand through the Eerl’s arm she 
emifled again. After ali, how could an vg aoe 
nificant chit of a common actress affech her! All 
-the ladies were assisted to thelr seats, and the 
carriages drove off, 
“ = Anics looked plaiatively up at Lord 

i Oo. 

“Won't you come with me!” she eald, in her 
moat spproved babyish fashion 

Tae Karl laughed, and was ‘about to comply 
when Rex Darnisy interfered. 

Let us walk up to the house, Vivian,” he 
_ lazily, as he lita cigar; " tb is a lovely 


a Riad anand ab once, and the landau In 
which Lady Anice and her voluminous draperies 
of crimson satin and black lace were deposited 


ah 





always sald “by Jove” under every circum- 
stance—‘' thought you two fellows had goue }” 

iy hoa we havea! %, Rip sang a Rex, 
coolly; “ ht you had gone, 

Sthantel  B Mortimer et a at thie 
moment ; he bowed vary low to his patrons, 
and ubtered his thanks in a very anctaous 
manver, 

“May we not ees the ladies?! I mean, may 
ae we ty ae honour of > Fr pawameanss By 
ovel bt are jast splendid 

Mr. Motte’s tone was most enthusiastic, 

“The rng bye in the world,” “—_ the 
manager airily, are comlog now, Vera— 
Vera, my dear, I want you. Gentlemen, this Is 
my , Mise Vera De Mortimer.” 

“His daughter!” thoughs Rex Darnley. 
“ Good heavens ! fs 1 poasibie t"’ 

** She Is more lovely than the stare!” was the 
muttered thought in the Earl's breast. 

" By Jove |” muttered Mc. Motte beneath his 


breath. 

The three men removed thelr hate and bowed 
before the girl with as much courtesy as they 
would to & queen. 

Vera « pale and silent {n the moonlight ; 
she bent her head, but did nob stretch out her 


's Your performance was maguificent, Misa De 
Mortimer, by Jove! Indeed, never saw any- 
thing better.’ 

"Yo was a triumph,” said the Earl, gently. 

Rex Darnley sald no word of compliment. 

“ You look tired,” he. observed, abruptly ; 
“ we must not keep you standing. Are you much 
fatigued +” 

“ A little,” Vera sald, in her quiet but 
she smiled By sey ar Bef ap 

“ All right to-morrow — excitement -—- your 
patrovage, my lord,” exclaimed Mr, De Mor- 
timer, ‘ Here comes my prima downa Miss 
Delane, these gentlemen request an introduction. 
The Earl of Volen-agertuy lord——'’ Mr, Da 
Mortimer stopped. 

“' My name Is Rex Darnley, plain mileter ; I 
am no lord.” This waa sald as the ower of the 
name gazed ab Vera's flowerlike face. 

* And mine Weutworth Motte,” said that 
gentleman, * and an old admirer of yours, Mize 
Delane. I saw you in Princess Bluebell ab the 
Thespia,”’ 

Murenttie Delane smiled delightedly; the 
mention of the London theatre won her heart, 
She began at once to converse with Mr. Moite, 

era stood silent; she had nothing to say 


to the strange gen gevtlemen. 
x aA ny ra wont” observed Rex Darnley. 
‘ My mother,” answered the girl; “she Is 


A wave of sympathy went through the hearts 
of both men. 
“4 wr ee Sai Rex Darnley asked, in 


a constralned 
om Ton theald in Tends id the Eari, 
ou in,” sai ar 
hurrfedly.. *' Your volce would be considered a 


marvel. We have nothing like it.” 

‘*T should like-——-” Vera stopped, She seemed 
almost as if she were speaking out her thought. 
She wae looking on ahead, and did not see the 
earnest gaze both men directed at her—'‘like to 
lsave 1b all.” 


“ Because I hate It,” she sald, in the same sweet, 
monotonous tones. "Twas taught to hate It, and 
Bute ea and then he opp 

“ Ut"? 

He had no right to interfere between fa 
Asughter; he felt strangely Interested ; “ine on 
Hetlessness of the young creature came upon him 


you are et Rex 





everything. “ Shonld you not like to become a 
queen of opera, be fésed, ne adalated, 
have crowned heads at your feet, and diamonds 
— before you! Does nob that 
ou ” 

Vora looked at him ; 2 nga ca pealeacont her 
great eyes shone like stars. 

"You may not believe me,” she said, 
swiftly, “but. ff I had my choice to-morrow 
between fame and death I would choose 


The Ear! uttered an exclamation, but Rex was 
silent. Every line in the young: lovely 
—. before him ‘spoke the truth of her 


They had reached Mrs. Wateou’s house, and 
ele 
ag ” she sald, simply, and then she 


put out her hand, 
it for an instant, but Rex 
ft, After a merry “auwrevoir” all 
Miss Delane, the two actresses paseod 
through the door and dis ‘ 


ee 
pleasure at thelr unwonted excltement. 
te heey sald a bere? pat girl's face 
haunts me—there is go inexpressib 
sad. I get a heartache when I see her, and 
bow smeetiyahe sage It t00k me back, child, 
to jaye ne pecan © 
was curate ab Bornchester 


tempt 


dear, do you t” asked Amy, 5 

Mrs, Watson shook her 

“No, that seems to appeal to me. O! 
course, Amy, I was a little shocked te see Miss 
Delane appear In that dress, but she fs used to it, 
or, bang how to have to 
wear {6!” 


‘She looked handsome. Well, mother, we 
have been quite . haven't wet” Amy 
laughed, raustcally, as ahe opened the front 
“ When we see Tom we can tell him,” 

“ Who is taking my name in vaini” cried out 
a deep-toned voics, 

Amy jrrne 9 thea eek oe pleasure, and Mre. 
Watson's worn face flashed. 

Both women hurried toto the amall sltticg 

bandsome 


room, and enveloped a tall, young 
man fn enthualastic embraces. 
“There, Amy,” hed her brother, ‘‘ don’s 


qulbe strangle me ; how are you both, you 
wild, improper pecple f Not at home to receive 
your relatives, bat gadding off .to operas, 
— goodness knows what not. Mother, I 


ween, Te Tom!” exclaimed hie mother, presaing 

a fond kiss on ae Og man’s brow, ‘* why 

didn’t you writel You know, my darling, I 

should have stayed at home all night to welcome 

on,” . ; 

We Robe pe sags dear,” Tom answered, “ but I 

wend; the change, Iam eure, haz 

dont es I ata try to get in the hall my- 

t it was no go. Something swell on, hado't 

! I saw flamiog heard a band goivg, 

and really Bentley was ao fall I thought {s mnat 
be Hyde Park in the season.” 

Amy had thrown off her hat, and was busy 

athring up the fire and getting the supper 
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‘Tom kissed hie mother’s thin hand. 
Never fret over me, dearest,” he sald affac- 
tlonately ; “ you know I am like an old penny-— 


Hes gaily ; but Amy, to read him, 
aaw that the galety was f and that he was 
groabled. ; 


“ What, pig soe a exclaimed as 
he prepared tray to carry {t upstairs. 
: “ Yes. I quite forgot to tell you; wa have 
been so busy. Oar rooms are let for a week.” 
Tom's face contracted a little, but his voice 


“Come, thatis good. Whata busy bes you are 
Amy ; and what sort of lodgers are they 1 Must 
ee Sa — 

a 

Rep nate eaten thay are out ; fa fack, Tom; 
our lodgers are the two ladies of opera com- 
pany, and—hueh ! here they are!” 

CHAPTER YV. 


Tue volees of the group assembled at Mrs, 
‘Wateon's door came in quite distinctly to the 
chree In the little sitting-room, 


Miss Delane’ laugh, De Mortimer’s 
jon mlagid wih sendy, Dy Tovest 


“ Tom!” laughed , softly, 
* Why, cringe oid Uden ehat ao ton oult 
to 8e8,. 


cold sweat was gZ out on 
Mrs. Watson rove as Amy disappeared, 
“I have & present for yoa, darling,” she 
porno Sy rena mpi Wali here, I will 
Tom tried to make some reply, but his 
throat was choked. As his mother went slowly 
pear henge sy rp wnt gn moyenne tm ype 
‘his face with «his % ‘and gave vent to a 
PG | omer he ary 
: ven 
ae honed Any talking pstairs, His mother 
; a 
eat Senrene Cowe: aie Sary slowly. wie 
out a 


cite si tienen: promo eae esdibeeot 
them,all myself !.” 

* Mother ”—the man bent and kissed 
‘the worn 3 voles was hasky—"' how 

pos on, ” gho whispered ; my 
henet's Me-my cumrel” 

? Amina few dage © a raecsiahhioheatin 

apon ber,” dateocine 


| of ect 


is was my p'easure to work them, Tom, I 
thought of all your life as I sewed the stitches, 
from the time you were a baby, a golden-halred 
onl till now, when you are the joy of my 


“ Mother,” Tom Watson said, harrledly, almost 
hoareely, ‘don’t think so highly of me, dear, [ 
am human, very, very human, aud don’t deserve 
such love or devotion.” 

Mrs. Wataon went to him, and bent her faded 
but still pretty face over him, while she encircled 
him with her arme. 

"You are my boy,” she said, tenderly ; *’ that 
fs enough for me.” 

Amy ran down at this moment. 

“Io was the Karl and some visitors from 
ld who walked home with shen,” she 

sald, ‘‘ Poor Vers is quite worn out.” 

“Vera,” repeated Tom, who was bending down 
to alfpoon bis mother’s gift, “has ft some to 

m names already? You mast not be too 


i) 
{intimate with these women, Amy, dear.” 
' amiled. 


Amy 

“Tam notafraid, nor will you be when once 
you have seen them, Vera is quite a child.” 

“A yery lovely one, too,” sdded Mes, 
Wa warmly, “Tom, I have fallen in love 


» but his merriment was forced, 
jarred on Amy’s ear, 

“You are tired, Tom,” ahe sald, quickly. 

“" The teath fs, Ihave a wretched headache ; 


mach, but still enough to be 
ed his white, almost womanish, hand 
over his hob eyes as he spoke. 


"Hat your supper and go to bed,” Amy sald, 
promptly. In her beart she whis » * There 
ia something wrong. What is it? He looke 
terribly anx{ous. Perhaps he will tell me fn the 

Tom tried to swallow a few mouthfals, but fn 
vain, He rose at last, the strain upon him was 
too much, 

“Te’s no use, dear,” hesald, hurriedly, “I muet 

to roost. The old room, I auppose? I am 
I have given you a lot of tronble, Amy, 

ike this without warning. I seem 
born to trouble in——” 

Indeed!" broke in Amy, quickly, now 
thoronghly alarmed lest her mother should notice 
his agitation. ‘* Well, nien were always tyrants ; 
so trot off, Master Thomas, and sleep well.” 

She gave him a tender kiss, then after he had 


ee 


"tt Stall and rabbish }” cried. Amy, briskiy. 
He will 





termed proudly the dressing-room ; and, despite 
the cheerless, misty autumn morning, planged 
bravely into a bath of cold water, first closing the 
door considerately, so that her friend might not 
be roused, 

‘Then she dressed rapidly, cofled up her balr 
{ato as small s compass as she possibly could ; 
quietly dows the viatie, theongh the silent all 
unbolted the front door and stepped out into the 

She with a sense of in the fresh- 
‘eke athe eavedanan ond too eeton Though 
the autumnal greyness made the and 
country look almost desolate Vera fn it, 
She had been too much fn » squalid towns 
eee ory Serene alr as ft greeted 

now, 


She met several men on their way to thelr 
dally work, and althoggh very carly there were 
signs of life ia almost every cottege or house she 
passed. She turned aside from the row of old- 
fashioned dwellings, called gravdiy the " High 
Street,” and made her way down a path that led, 
she remerabered, to a river sad a quaint, pretty 
bridgs, 

The company had come that way when they 
entered ths village, Her mind turned on Rex 
Darnley. 

“Why should he spesk to me ashe did?” she 
thought. “Is this what mother warned me 
against—the voles of the fistterer? And yeb he 
did nob flatter ; there was somathing strange fo 
ils volee, Why should they have apoke to ue av 
all 1” the\solour mounted to her young fair face, 
her hands, Were clenched. “Oh! that I could 
leave the tffe, Bat for Maggie I would run away 
from It all, and—then what should I do? Oh, 
mother, mother, {f you were only near! He 
never dered make me ach when you were allve, 
sad now—I dread to look {nto the future when 
Maggle is gone,and I am all alone, Something 
bere,” pressing her small hands te her heart, 
“tarne me from wy father. He does nob love 
me; bis eye goes through me and makes m3 
shudder, Oh!to have a home, to be os that 
kind girl, with a mother with me always—rest, 
siience, No swearing, no weary journeys, no 
rade coarse flattery from men who fil! me with 
dread. Maggiels my only help now; when she 
{is gone——”’ 

Vera’s lips trembled, her great Iuetrous eyes 
were fall of tears. She rested her arms on the 
bridge and looked down into the water rolling 
allently along. 

The girl sighed; she brushed away the 

are, 


* But I mast be patient,” she whispsred. 
“Some day ft may all pass. I muebt think of her 
lavt words, ‘Be brave, my darling. Keep your 
dear heart untainted, your honour strong, your 
mind pure, Heaven fs good. We shall meet 
—. She had suffering stamped on her faca 
when she said that, poor mother |” 

Then she stood and watched the river, and 

calm. 

“There must have heen money fn last night,” 
she thought, “Father ough? to be pleased, but 
he will drink fb all away, as he always does.” 

The morning mist wae clearing o Title 
Looking from the bridge she saw a man’s form 
— in a dogzed, determined way to the river 

de, 


Vera watched him curfously ; some strange 
intaltion seemed to come to her that he waa bent 
on mischief, . 

Hz trod on down the path, but passed-the 
iocline to the bridge, and Instead, went down the 
bank to the brink of the grey, sullen water, Vera 
saw his face; ft looked old and haggard. He 
drew a watch from his pocket, a lockeb was 
atteched, Vera caw him open this and press ft 
to his lips, then let ft fall from hie hold with a 
crash to the ground. He pressed his hands over 
his white face, and ateod silent for one minute. 

That one mioute was enough. With swift 
atepz, to which fear lent ald, Vern left the 
bridge, 

The man dropped his hande, he looked up to 
the 


“ Mother,” he breathed, " for your sake Heaven 
have mercy and forgive me,” 

He took a stride nearer the river brink ; 
another instant he would have planged beneath 
the thick water and have sunk buried fu the 
maddy depth:, but a voice, faint but steady, 
stopped him, two amall hands clatched bis arm. 

"Stop! for Hesven’s sake stop!’ breathed 
{ee white with fear, “what are you going to 

0 ww 

The man turned, sndhe saw that what she 
had fancied was the face of owes that of youth, 
drawn and haggard as with the tonch of death. 

"Who are you!” whispered Tom Wateon, 
biavkly. ‘* Leb me go.” 

“No,” said the girl, resolutely, and as she spoke 
she drew him a step up the bank. , ” You are 


about to commit a crime—a crime sgains) 
Heaven.” . 





‘The man. glanced up 4b the slender figure, the 
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“sTOP] FOR HEAVEN'S SAKE, STOP |” Sal VERA, WHITE WITH FEAR 


young, resolute beautiful face; and as ff drawn 


by some magnetic force he let himself he led 
back from the river brink. 
for one instant. 
"'Beel” she out the 


prone on the 


Vera stood by till the paroxysm of sobs died 
away. She noted the dress and general appear- 
ance of the man, and knew him to be of gentile 


means,” she answered, drawing away her hands, 
"I wieh I could help you.” 


** You have given me back my life!” he cried, 
" But for should be lying there, and my 
mother’s would have been broken. On! 


coward ! coward that I am! and yet I am face 
to face with worse than death. Shame—shame 
will come on my loved wee EP pape syle a 
weak women who have struggled so nobly while 
have sunk |” 


“Can I not help you!” asked Vora, moved 
almost totears, “ me your sorrow $” 
“I bave committed a crime, My life, my 





honour, my mother’s happiness, are trembling on 

the brink. oolish, weak, bat I was 

tempted, Listen; do not shrink from me. Iam 
his 
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Confese,” said Vera, quietly. ‘This mao ic 


Yes, You know him! He fs a friend of 
yours 1” 





“ He fs eo cold and proud. Honour to him fs 


rte ech He trusted me ; he will never 


Vera recalled the handsome face of the previous 
night. She remembered the cold, dark resolute 
panera age te Thr gh p= => this 

oung man ox 
Bi state eacaighs goth 10 tke, end fa ber 
eyes the only one. 

‘Be brave!” she sald, a: resting one 
little hand on his shoulder ; “ truth is best, 


him ft condones sverythidg; we are all 
eo, Nga sugel ! T 

“You ike ap +i ‘om, 
drawing her hand to his hot ips. “Tell me, 


+ realm gaaley go to him what shal I 

'o ae 
** Live honestly. You have years 
i an 


ee cues ead and walked 

Tom Wenn en gw ing aun ea, 
pan een ee ee 2 ee 

from his sight. The lovely face still lived 

| his moog ) pBoevot to him x ae tn 
that had been with him, and had passed 
away, 

ne (To be continued. ) 
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MAJOR MERTON EXPLAINED THAT HE WAS A RICH MAN, AND ONLY WANTED 4 LITTLE INFORMATION, 


VERNON’S DESTINY. 


—0— 
CHAPTER VIIL 


Tus Major turned to bis wife. For the first 
time in their married life he felt angry with her 
and showed {¢, 

** Isola, what ie the meaning of this }” 

Bat the non-arrival of the expected ones had 
had quite a different effect upon Mrs, Merton 
from that {t had produced upon her husband, 
Oa first reaching the station she had seemed {ll 
and nervous—had hardly been able to control 
ber emotion. 

Now she was calm. The pret 
colour had oe her shine * Be hood 


them dn health and safety. 
"I don't know,” she sald, fo reply to the 
» giving her shoulders s little 


Teola tittered. ' 

* Really, I can’t help It, Ifa foolish, romantic 
child loses her train, People in love can’t be 
expected to be panctual.” 

* I ara not alluding to last night,” sald Major 
Merton gravely. ayy Peden beng 5-4 





seriously, Have you idea of where your 
brother and Mise harteris can be ?” 


“ When left them yesterday, had you the 
leone eingisten int" 


He short for sheer want of words, 
Somehow, he codld not bring himself to ask his 
wife if she had connived at his ward's elope- 
men 


say Miss Charteris {fs safe enough. You must 
blame Rexz—not me, i'm not my brother's 
leeeper |” 

Very calm and stern looked Major Merton, 
For ones Isola quailed beneath his glance, 
ean drive you home,” he sald, 
“Tam going to Raglan.” 


b. 
itl h 
9 seas htieinet eentedeatias yds | married Regt 





dered as the uncertainty of her fate came home 
to him 


“It only poor Charteris had made a wil! lke 
other psople,” he muttered to himeelf; '' the 
way he lefs his affairs was enongh to meke she 
child the prey of a fortane-hunter. Why, if she 
married a chimney-sweep she gets her five thou- 
sand a-year paid regularly ; he can’t touch the 
principal, but he is arich man for life! Poor 
little thing! Heaven help her {ff she has 
nald Travers! My wife loves him ; 
but to my mind he fs a scoundrel, I'll-warrand 
it was # deep-laid scheme, Heknew that he had 
but to win over a little innocent schoolgfrl, and 
his whole future was provided for, 1 | poor 
Isola has been but a tool in his hands, must 
nod blame her too much. Of course that 
scoundrel appealed to her sisterly affections and 
worked on her feelings ; but oh! I wish he had 
been dead before ever leb him cross my 
threshold. I shall never get over the disgrace 
of this. To my last hour I shall feel I have been 
faise to my Ovlonel’s trust i” 

There was a long delay at Monmouth, and 


into every there was on the train before 
I found the right one.” 
“Then you saw all the as. 


“There weren’) many to see, sir—not a dozen, 
together.” 
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‘Nob @ bit of it, air; she was lylag down 
ab one end of the carriage fast asleep, 1 know 
she had a black dress and a jacket trimmed with 
some sort of far ;- but, as to her face, I couldn't 
get a glimpse of ft.” 

“How did you know he was the person to 
whom you had to give the letter ?” 

‘That was easy enough, sic; 1b was addressed 
to Captaln Danzll, and i juss asked every gent I 
came to if it were for him.” 

Osptain Denzil! The words bewildered the 
Major; he knew that the officer had been an 
intimate friend of the Travers family, but he 
belleved they had cut him after the fashion of 
the rest of respectable aoclety, when the news of 
goms dishonourable condach of his came from 
Monaco, 

He himself had never met the Osptain ; he 
bat bold Isa, once for all, she must drop the 
acquaintance, and he belleved she had doue so. 

For one moment he was staggered, then 
he felt relieve?, If Reginald Travers were 
scoundrel enough to eteal Nell Charteris from 
ner home, he would not hesitate to take a felgned 


name, supposing ib eulted himseif to do 10—of 


— that was i eosiae gotog 1” 
"' Have you any idea where are golog?” 
and he slipped a handsome donation into the 
porbter’s hand. 

“London, eflr ! The guard told me the 
was reserved ; there can’t be a doubt the 
I saw were cffto London. The gentleman was 
tree with bie money ; he told the guard his wife 
was an Invalid and he couldn't have her disturbed 
for any ey y 
at time would that train reach Lon- 

on ” 

“Tt was a slow one, sir, She's nov due before 
Shree, and msybe she'd be later, for there's been 
an accident on the line ; we've jast got word of 
it, A lInggage trata ran {nto the ten o'clock 
from Paddington, and there’s a block on the line, 
somewhere near Gloucester,’ 

Major Merton thought his troubles had no 
end, Thst wae the very train by which his 
sleter-In-law was to leave London ander Gay 
Vernon's escort, 

“Te 1b a bad aceldent—any Ifves lost t” 

** Six killed, a dozen or more injured; we're 
expecting more news. Here's the Raglan train 
comtag up. Are you going on, afr?” 

**No,” sald poor Mejwr Merton, feeling 
a two ways, and yet sure neither of them 
was to Merton: ‘'I must get to London, or to 
the place where the accident took place.” 

"There's a London train due in balf-an-honr, 
alr—get up about seven to-night,” 

The oonfileting claims of wandering Nell, 
fast rushing to her own m , of Lena lying 
wounded—perhaps dying—-fn a strange piace, 
end his own Isola waiting in suspenee at home, 
driven frantic by the news of the accident. All 
‘these confi interests well-nigh tortured 
the brave old fer, bub he was staunch to his 
trast ; he would see first to the interests of the 
orphan girl confided to him. 

He was very fond of Lens, and he almost 
worsh{pped his wife, but he would leave the one 
alone {no pafr, the other in suspense, rather than 
tose the chance of saving Neil Charteris from the 
totly that might blight her whole life. 

Everyone of the hours he spent fn the train 
eeomed to have more than {ts full share of 
minutes. Hls companion could talk of n 
but the accident. It appeared the 5 
account had been none too serious, the loss of 
iife and the number of injured were even greater 
than had been at first supposed, A‘ present no 
fist of names had been published, but one would 
sppear as soon as possible, The enfferers had 
been conveyed to the nearest hospital, and some 
Stonds ‘ship chiathig. tu solle fe diy wig 

nda whe, ¢ to e ° 
bourhood, bad gladly recefved them. Every- 
thing that medical skill could do would be done, 

Tt was, ab least, a consolation to the Msjor to 
feel Lena would not suffer by his absence, but 
still, his heart felt heavy when he at last 
found himeelf on the at Paddington. 

He hated the réle that lay before him. Some 


detectives ; some men can derive real gratifi- 
cation from hunting out a mystery, cross 
examining refractory people and the ike, but 
our se was not of this type. A simple, 
kindly aglish gentleman, there was something 
to him abhorrent In the part of spy, however 
necessary. When he went up to a cabman at 
Paddington to ask a few questions he felb as 
much ashamed of himssif as though he were 
beng hon imam of the injured one on 


“ Were you here this afternoon |” 
tare 
pard 6, y 

* Did you notice a gentleman and a young 
lady who came up by the train from Monmouth 
a eep think 1 aia aie A youngish-looking 

7 , alr, you . gen- 
he accieaiinentt toe-ceke 

0 * 

“Yes, And the lady would be very young— 
fair, and dressed in mourning t” 

"T saw ’em, ale; they took a cab and drove off 

retty sharp, for you see they'd no luggage to 
oder ’em.” 

“ Where did they go to?” 

“ King’s Cross Station.” 

The Mejor’s face fell. 

*' Bless ute, alr,” sald the sympsthislog cabby, 
“that was only a blind. When folks run off 
with a young lady, they don’t want to be 
tracked, and.so they often tell a man to drive 


** But bow am I to find out the real place ?"* 

you. ask the cabman, sir, and make it 
‘worth his while to tell you. It was No, 478 
they drove off in—a real civil fellow when he's 
not , regular as possible fn his work. 
be here again to-morrow ‘morning, sure 
asa shot. I'll give him « hint to-night if you 
a down at the shelter, that you want io see 
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y 
domestic felicity in the country.” 
“Come and jadge for yourself of ite truth,” 
sald the Mojor heartily. “We are living at 
Merton Park, near Chepstow, and my wife will 


, soke,” 
Oolemel’ Gleschaw's vg 9 hr enddenly. 





men, ff there are no very near Interests at stake, 
rather enjoy awaming the part of amateur 


He looked like a man by some terribly 
unexpected blow. 

“You don’t mean that are Merton of 
Merton Park 1” he “'T declare I had 
not the elightest idea of it, Of course I know 


and eyes, dressed as if | hfs 





the name's the same, and I heard long ago yo 
were of a west-country family, but I never ig 


3 
z 
; 


Was to peculiar that for a second 
the Major felt almost Inclined to suspect his old 
comrade of having indulged In a glass too mech, 
but there was something in Colonel Grimshaw’s 
pale, troubled face which made this idea vanish 
as soon as Ip arose, 

‘'What'’s the matter!’ asked Msjor Merton 
simply. “ should the mere mention of my 
home have an effect upon you t” 

“Tt was only that I had heard——” he broke 
off a “I beg your pardon, Merton, I 
enn’t you,” 

“Tecan guess, You heard that the master of 


Merton Park bad married a girl 
be his daughter, and you t him s fool for 
pains, Well, just Usten to me! My wife 


be lens than half ; she may be 
Ghai Ya tare Soa chien wakes 000 hoppy, 00d 
I love her better than life {tself. 


invi old lovers to his house under his 
vary eyes.” 
'* They have to say that?” 


naturally ! 
“Well, for your wife’s sake, I really thick 
sete od antec things, Now, don’b you 









-3apaga° 2 


see owt kes res oea & 


ee we & ee A Oo oO 


-— -— 7 we 











Nov. 17, 1900. 


THE LONDON READER, 


135 





a come 





half so many people would have believed fn 


‘' Nob many do now |” 

“Nol He basa sister somewhere fn Londor, 
who kept faithfal to him till lately, Even she 
hes turned. Agate him now—a grim old mald, 
with @ nice competency left her by ber father, 
which nefther Denzil nor hia mother could make 
away with. Many a banknote found ite way 
into the acamp’s pockets from her, but that’s all 
altered now, 

“Do know where she lives |” 

“ Migs Arms ! Bless me, yee; bat you 
the rumour about, 
Jim? Idowbt if she’s ever fal” 

“7 should like to ask her.” 

“ You're a brave hand if you do! She's a 

old lady, I and will be 
shocked to death if you mention euch a report to 


He bardiy closed his eyes all night. He had 
causes enough for uneasiness, apsrd from’ the 
cruel slander of bis wife. He had two very 
painful subjects for alarm—the fate of Nell 
Charteris and the Injarles of his sleter-in-law, 
If Lena were killed or were vy om Sagfree 
to the Major he could never himself, 
Me ee 

Tha friendly cabby of the day before hed told 
him his mate would nod be at the raflway sta- 
tion before ten, eo that the Major had no need 





ae jast paying my mate to keep quiet about 


And you think he can’t be won over ?” 

Cabby shook his head, 

“He aln’> bere at all, slr; he’s off on the 
drink, _They must have given hima rare bib of 


money. 
The Mejor hurried away ; it was useless to 
walt, All clae was lost, and, so far as Nell was 


In hand, to go and seek ou) Miss Armatrong. 
Pioas as she was, he must trouble her with a 

jy Fig scandal, for the aching doubt, once ralsed 

{n his heart, must be, seb at) rest before he saw 


How could he take ber in his arms when he 
did not know bat what she had deceived him 
eyetematicntly for weeks} He would never look 
upon Isola’s face until he had discovered the 
ee the guest he had never. been able 
He would not return to Merton Park until be 
kuew whether the com of Neli’s flight 
was Reginald Travers or Captain Dengil, 

He reached Kennfogton at three. He had 
spent the interval in inquiring ab several private 
hotels, and pu a few carefally-worded 
advertisements fo hands of a newspaper 


He found Grimshaw was right. “The 
Gables” and Mies Armstrong were quite public 


ters. 
The house was quite an anomaly, Although 
in the centre of a bustling street it stood back 
feom the pavement quite a hundred yards, and 
ve 


= 


4 


pon Miss Armstrong’s land, 
and no doubt her fine walks and velvet lawns 
were  euvy by the dwellers 
same street ; but poor 


takable 

e Gace tee ations chads Kies bass 
faster ab the fear as he pulled the bell. ‘ Can I 
Armstrong {” 
Armstrong 


never. sees stranger:, 


rned the tall, gaunt 
hideous costume of rhubarb 
a with red braid, and made after the 
patronised doubtless by Nosh’s wife, 
it the wickedness 


5 
i 
» 


her my name then?” 
pleaded sorely tried tor, “Tell her 
Sarees © peneeet Seaver a five minutes’ 


“TI don’t mind, air, but it will be of no use 
unleas,” and she brightened, ‘' you happen to be 
a mlnister,” 

"J am not thet; but tell Mies Armstrong the 


etiag ee Tel human beings depends on my 
her. Tell her I am Major Merton, and 
my spin ae ir ama raeale irae 


i 


* I am to the-Army, y:" 

** Miseis can’t abide the Salvation Army, ‘cause 
its emptied Little Bethel,” 

Spey toe donee hgh homage Re 
willing to subscribe handsomely to ethel 
if she will only see me.” 





black crope boanet (it faa pscullar habit of ultra 
religious females to wear bonnets Indoors—this 
little eccentricity they share with charwomen, 
and both classes prefer the article to be of rusty 
black crape) anrymounted her sparse grey balr, 
and her hands, which wereso lean that the fingers 
reserabled hen’s claws, were encased fa black 
mittens, 

. * Man of wrath,” was her gresting to Major 
Merton, ‘ why have you broken io apon my pace 
and tranquillity 1” 

"To tell you of a great service ln your power 
torender to a» fellow-cresture, madam, I am 
convinced that a member of so religious a com- 
munity as the fold of Littie Bethel will uot refuse 
to grant my regzert,” 

* Not money,” sald Mise Armstrong, quickly. 
** You beg very nicely, but no better than wo can 
do ourselves, Everyone at Little Bethel is quick 
ad begging, eo io stauds to reason we have not 
much left to give away.” 

Major Mertou explained he waa arich man ; he 
only wanted a little information, at which his 
hostese thawed rapidly. 

“I am often appifed to by aniiquarians,” she 
replied biandly. ‘Whenever anyone wauts to 
write a fresh work on Kennington they come to 
me. Now, sir, what can I do for you?” 

“ Madam, where ls your brother }” 

Misa Armstrovg threw up her hands, 

*§ Has he committed murder or. forgery, or 
anything of thateorh? Do you want him to 
eend him off to prison that you come here on his 
track t” 

"T want nothing of the sort. Oh, madam, all 
I seek of his whereabouts during the last 

wee: ” 


few ‘ 

** He left London In. December.” 

" And for where t” 

“TIT don’t think I ought to tell you. Rex ts 
very far from the fold ; but you see, alr, he’s 
my own flesh and blood, and though 1 can’t get 
our pastor and his lambe to’agree with me, blood 
fs thicker than water.” 

] promise you no harm can come to him 
from what you tell me, [ am not one of bis 
creditors, I can aseure you.” 

** Will you swear that?” 

“Tf you wish it.” 

“Weill, I always held fast by hex. I wouldo’t 
pay his debts, bab he was always welcome to 

g up his hat here, and I found him a stray 
bak-nobe when he needed ft till last December, 
and then we parted. He was going, as I thought, 
to destriiction, and I thought [ time to wash 
my hands of him.” 

Poor Major Merton? Bat {t was useless 
attempting to hurry Miss Armstrong ; she would 
tell her story In her own way or not at all 

‘*He wasn’s content with horse-raclog and 
cards, and such-like alns, sir, bub he mraat do 
worse—he actually fell In love, She was a 
pretty little thing, and I had her here once for a 
panes and promised them a kitchen clock when 
they married ; but they never did marry, She 

a face like a wax doll, and he was jasta 
foolin ber hands. 16 went on for five years ; 
she always said he wasn’t rich enough, or she 
was too young. She looked # child, though she 
must have been six-and-twenty, Well, one fiue 
morning she jast fapg him over, and married an 
Indian officer old enongh to be her father, I 
have heard his name, bat [I don’t hold with 
vanities, so I forgot it.” 

The Major bowed. 

* My brother went to the bad headiong, All 
his friends forsook him. I was jast the only 
creature who kept faithful to him, and I’d never 
have tarned st bin, but he made up his 
migd to go to her.” 

“ Bat she was married,” 

"I know, Hoe enald they could be ‘ friends,’ 
and he let her emugyle him Into her husband's 
house under a falee name, as though he was 
ashamed of his owo. I told him he was just 
going to his ruin ; for when a man has once loved 
& woman, as he did that pretty wax doil, ft isn't 
friends he'll be with her, at any rate, till they 
are old and grey. Rex woulda’t give rp the 
idea and stay quietly here, so he went {to Jhep- 
stow, and I washed my hands of him.” 

"' And have you seen nothing ef him elacet” 
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“ Nothing, sir. I'm a woman of my word, 
and I wouldo’t go from ft, Until this morniog 
I had well-nigh forgotten his existence,” 

“ And thea——” 

“T had a letter from him, inviting me to his 
wedding, air.. I thought some one was trylog to 
make a fool of me, eo I jast put on my ss he 
and went across to the big parish charch I'd 
never thought to set foot in—not that I belleved 
a word {t—-only I wanted to see 
happened. I went there at nine, and 
suppose I’d waited five minutes when he 


titer ear 
Fee ty 


“Tam afraid Iam troubling you very mach, 
Mies Armstrong, but——” 

“Not atall. They came back here, and had 
acup of coffee, I don’s hold with anything 
stronger, and when that child put back her veil 
aaw she had a pretty face, and I liked her as I 
never could like that Isa Travers, though she was 
here a whole thoth, and went to Little Bethel 
regular, He called her Neli, and, somehow, the 
name ealted her. He ‘promised to send me her 
Mkeness from Paris,” 

* Bave you s likeness of him?” 

" Aye! Ho was a rare one for spending money. 
I’ve more Iikenesses of him than you can count, 
one with Isa Travers on his arm. I'll show you 
that ; ft was taken in his best days, before she 
jilted hic.” 

Major Merton put a bank-note upon the table, 
Saba ost Rental Se cue Yow be 
Be @ never knew 
got ont of the house, how he t down the 
long weary front court, only he something 
had gone out from him he could never have 
again. He might live on for years, bub the 
and joy of his life had died out, bis 
had betrayed him, He had loved her ss lt comes 
to few women bo be loved, had trusted her as his 
own self, and in return she invited her old lover 
to hishonse and introduced him as her brother ! 
Not content with that, she let him get poa 
of her husband's fair young ward, and her 
to him by chains that death slone could break. 

How he pitied Well! His whole soul 
grieved for her even in hie own palin. 
She was such a child—zuch a» happy, confiding 
ehild—and she was a wedded wife now—-wedded 
to a man who passionately adored another woman 
who had outraged every law of honour, every 
duty of hospftality, and married her for her 
money, 

“Poor Hitle Nelli Heaven help her!” 
breathed the Major, '‘ My trouble is hard enough, 
but one doesn’t feel pain under the turf, and I'm 
past sixty ; 80, p'ease Heaven, my reat’s nob far 
off; but she, poor thing, may have fifty years to 
live—fifty years at that man’s alde, tied toa 
creature like that. How could he do it? He 
might have pitied her oe - had no com- 
passion on my grey hairs, He wronged us 
both, bab poor Nell’s burden is heavier than 
mine.” 

He went into the church and saw the clerk, who 
showed him the register, and the two names— 
Reginald Dansll, Helen Charteris, It brought 
the bitterness of the trath home te the old man 
with cruel force. Henceforward these two were 
one. Poor ifttle Nell!) He went back to his 
hotel, 

Laat night he had been restleve and uneasy, a 
great task had lain before him, an awful doubt 
had been haunting his thoughts; no task was 
left him now, no doubts trou him—he knew 
all, 

“I can never see her again,” he thought 
to himself ; “never again, I must write to her, 
She shall have The Park, and [ll see she has 
plenty of money. I can go abroad.” 

He repeated this again and egain. He even 
ordered writing paper, and eat down with pen 





and ink before him to begin the letter. Bat he 
could not frame the sentences he had planned. 
With his whole life wrecked, hie fatare o 
could nob write 
unkindly to the syren who 20 bewitched hia. 
He paused. Oataide he could hear the wind 
raging fiercely. He drew aside the curtains, and 
saw that the snow was falling In thick white 


** To will make everyt white,” thought the 
brave old soldier ; “ ev but her. Isola’s 
soul was once as fair and « as those fakes 
ofsnow. Bat now——” 

He stood watching the white downpour. It 
was bitterly cold, and few people were abroad 
that et who had a warm fireside lingered 
there of exposing themselves to the 
elements. 

The Major was stay 


in the Strand, so he 
found plenty to fnterest 


abroad. 

Taere were the bread-winners walking home- 
wards, the pleasure seekere on thelr way to the 
theatres—thece in themselves made up a long line 
of ver fren 9 J faces, 

And among those faces, if he had but known 
it, was one famfiiar to the M»jor. If he had only 
begun bis watch 8 moment sooner he must have 
seen a alight, girlish creature creep stealthily 
along, as though che feared to ralse her eyee lest 
she should meet an or an unkind word. 

That little lonely was the heiress of 
five thousand a year—the girl who had been 
jared from her home by a ruse as cruel as It was 


Major Merton had read the register of her 
marriage, and had recognised her signature, had 
mourned over her falling {nto the power of one so 

as Reginald Densil, alias Travers, and yet 
she was at eighdt o'clock 6n a winter's night, 
alone and unprotected in the London street. 

What did ft mean ? 

Alas! alas! the evil omen of the white hya- 

rely being falfilled. Grlevous 
troubles and many perils loomed before poor 
little Nell; and the man who in her dream had 
wished to be her saviour, her preserver, lay at 
Charteris Hall in a state of coma so alarming 
thateach moment they feared it might pass into 
the sleep of death, 


(To be continued.) 
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BUT NOT OUR HEARTS. 


—0i-— 
CHAPTER XXX.—{continued.) 

“Waar can be done ?” 

“ Nothing, I think. We can only walt and see 
what time will do. If Onicherly be alive he will 
find his way to Opal’s home sooner or later, you 
may be sure.” 

“T suppose so, He was very fond of her,” 

‘Fond of her! That's mach too tame and 


eilld a word. He simply adored her. To see |’ 


him look at her with those soft blue eyes of his, 


a0 fall of tenderness and affection, always made 


m6 feel—though I've not much feeling in this 
dried-up old pippin”--and she thamped herself 
with vigour over the region of the heart—"' senti- 
mental, acta sentimental and foollah, and 
ready to do anything to help them to marry, and 
eujoy thelr ‘love in « cottage,’ despite thas king 
of marplots, Cope Vane,” 

*‘] can’t understand how {ft was Opal was 
unfaithful to his memory. She struck me as 
belng such a steadfast, true kind of girl, one not 
likely to forget a dead lover,” observed Max, 
reflactively. 

“Neither {s she. Don's you know Cops’s 
capabilities }” snapped her 

“For what!” interrogated her nephew. 

For lylog, slandering, and evil speaking.” 

“Yes, Iam aware that he fe not strictly 
truthfal.” 

‘Strictly trathfal!” she groaned. “ Why 
he'd rather teli a tarradiddle than the trath.” 





“Indeed, Theo aid he blacken Chicherly to 
On yen.” 
“ How do you koow! Dié she tell you 


to speak of 

tly refused 
to her father’s 
struck 


so? 
“No, She fs not the sort of 

& thing of that kind, bat she 
and then suddenly - 


She more 


wife, " 

pa bean wy Spragg, too); so 

and ano together I am. 

some story that was-not to the youtg man’ 
credit.” 


** What an infamous thing to slander the 
** Ten’t 163” 


her lover was good and true, 
daresay you would. But it won’t do, Max, 
{t won't do,” 
« not?’ 
"You'd better not mix yourself up io the 


* 


ou 
: I don’t admit that?” 
cca Gh, ak Ga aa — I 
know you ’s enough, Still, if you 
go po end prying about her affairs, she’) 
wonder reason you have for dolug it, and 
then she might arrive at the real one, and as I 
told you before, that would pale her.” 
“3 don’t wish to cause her one moment's 


sorrow, . 

“That's right,” with an approving nod ; " she’s 
suffered a groat deal.” 

“ Yes, poor child,” he marmured, with Infinite 


tenderness. 

“When Billle died her grief was something 
awful.” 

"J don’t wonder at that. He was a sweet 
boy, and so much attached to her, Then he 
must have been egg neese ge hind dap 
unhappy marriage, wae a sort that 
bouna er #0 the old life, and when he died that 
was snapped asunder, and she was adrifo from al! 
that was with nothing save memories, more 
sd shan Jota, to iv on 


waxen fingers fall of blooms, and his 
long lashes curving in a dusky line.on his pale 
cheeks.” 

“Poor Opal ! I wish she could regain her lost 


happiness,” 
WH wish she could, but fear it ten’s possible.” 
"If her dear ones were alive again she might 
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of course, her Income will be a few hundreds 
” 


+ Jey ine will find that oub before the knot ts 


vei hardly Vhlok be will He fs eager to marry 
moxey, snd like a greedy shark that « at the 
perk and swallows the book, he will himeelf 
canghy and tied for life to » woman who Is 
jdlotically and inconveniently {n love with 
him, who 4s full-blown, forty, and somewhat 
valgar.” 

"T gee,” sald Lonsdale, again; “and I under. 
iio now why you don’t think the effelr will 
turn out well for her,” ait 

“Humph! You do know something ‘of him, 


en t 

* A Nibble.” 

“Then you know what she has to expect if 
nee ee Te dow be begoatng to fal 

mused 
coer ae I have to write to Ruby with 
French mald for Opal ;" 
and, up her train, Lady Dorothy walked 
, and indited an epistie to the 


OHAPTER XXXI. 


“You can go now. You understand your 
duties fally 1” 

“ Yes, madawe. 

“ Very well,” and with a wave of her hand the 
Countess of Mount Severn dismissed from her 
presence the woman she had engaged for her 
sister—a short, full- Parisienne, with 
id, dark eyes, and o 


y on the bearskin rug, 
with his head close to the eavage-looking stuffed 
as she passed him on her way out, 


testh, with strange venom,— 

" Mechante béte 1” 

“I don’t like that woman,” eald Raby, 
decidedly, as door closed on Valerie Cotin. 

“Why not?” asked Lady Dorothy, looking up 
from her perusal of the Z'imes, 


"She fsas woman.” 
‘She seams to know all the duties of a lady’s 
mald thoroughly, from the way she answered 


“ And may prove a good servant.” 
‘She may. I doubt ft, She would never 


ol different to Opal.” 
' are very t to ; 
“Very. Probably she won’t take the trouble 
. = twice at this curious, black-browed 


“4 Probably not.” 
“I ghould never take my eyes off her.” 


"Wh q” ’ 

i Beceaae there {s something fascinating In 
bold, good-looking, swarthy countenance. 

Unpleasantly fascinating, I mean. She hae a 
down look, a way of dropping her lids, when she 
meete your glance, that would make me quake 
for my dismonds, and keep key of 
i 

" ‘are it) 

‘They were wri onea,” 

“Hike verbal characters” 


F 


“* Jusb so, cemncg lygy ~ybal 
‘'From Olaremont. You know he did 
g° to America with them, though how Mr. 


oo 


- consented to part with his beloved valet I 
on’ le 

** He thinks a great deal of him." 

** Yeu; I can’t imagine why.” 

** He was one of the old stock.” 

‘Hardly that. Fishlake Chicherly picked 
him up in Paris two years before he died—-—” 
“Oc was murdered,” putin Lady Dorothy. 
“Or waa murdered,” repeated Raby, “ and 
made # great deal of him too. Now, anyone old 
Chicher thought much of must be bad to my 


way of 
* That fs not quite a jasb conclusion to come 
to,” 


dt > no ib isa true ons, Have 
Ai ys hao) +a 


“ No, I can’t say that I have.” 
“Well, do so now. I will ring and order 


* That won’ bring him.” 
** Yes ft will. Benson comes for orders, and 
it fs Olaremont’s almost invariable custom to 
bring In the afternoon tea.'’ 
“ Thad fs a queer thing for a valet to do,” 
"So I think, and I asked Opal why he did ft, 
She sald it was because Mr. 5 


He wants to get an opportunity of 
to the conversation, or something of 


” 


sort, 
“ Hila position does not enable him to do 
t. 


"Tp should not; but it Is no uncommon 
occurrence for him to appear st dinner, and. 
obsequlously offer his master one of those 
everlasting American drinks to which he! is so 


ss Humph 1” 

‘Look at him well,” and Raby touched the 
jewelled bell at her side, 

“You rang, mies,” said Benson, putting his 
bulbous nose inside the door, and forgetting, as 
usual, that Roby bad blossomed into a married 
woman and a countess. 

“Will you send up tea, and tell Claremont 
prepare a sherry cobbler for your master. I 
expect they will arrive now every minate.” 

“ You, milse—-I mean wy lady,” mumbled Ben- 


son, dieappearing, 

“That will fetch our man.” 

And my nan, 9 it did. A few moments later 
the valet ap , bearing a silver tray, on which 
stood a high glase, filled with ice and sherry, and 
garnished with straws, a tea-urn, and the iden- 
tical Saloplan cups out of which they had sipped 
bohea on the last time Paul had entertained them 
ab his old home, 

“Ta that mized in your best atyle 1’ asked the 
Countess, to attract his attention, while her 
aunt studied attentively the handsome French- 
man from the crown of his sleek, dark head to 


foot. 
“Oui, rosdame,” he returned, with an airy 
wave of his hands, ‘ My veree best.” 

“That ia right. Your master will no_doubt be 

thirsty on his arrival.” 

" Doubtless, madame, and these are so ra- 
fraichissant ac délicieux, o——" 

Bub he got no further in his flowery speech, 
for Tark had woke up, and was making for him 
with bis usual savage growl, and with such 
rapidity that the valet had — save himself 


rp 
“Hal hal hal” laughed Lady Dorothy. 


‘He fs, Still I hardly blame him ander the 
clreumetances for taking flight. Turk ts a for- 
ae patting 

“J ehould not care to have those fangs fastened 
in my throat, What makes the dog go at him 
Ifke that ?” . 


“T can’t tell. He always did it, When he was 
& puppy at the Rest, aud Claremont used to bring 





“Tb fs very strange,” 

Extraordinary. He has an intense satipathy 
forthe man, and my theory is that he is a 
murderer,’’ 

"Raby | my dear!” 

“Don’t look so horrified, aunt,” she srofled, 
* Turk is not a pure bred mastiff; he has a good 
deal of the Cuban bloodhound fn him. The 
officer who gave him 0 poor Paul brought « brace 
of the hounds over from Oubs, and Master 
Tark fe the offepring of one. You know it la 
sald that those doge never fall to detect a 
murderer,” 

**T have heard so.” 

" Aud I believe it now, after his perform- 


“Not a nice reflection to think Washington 
harbours & murderer,” 

‘No, Honestly, what do you think of the con» 
wee weg y teh ¥: ae 

' Honewi on’b like his appearance.” 

* Yet he is handsome.’ . 

* Decidedly so, Thora dark liquid eyes de 
great execution among the raids, I’ve little doubt, 
Stil, I should not care te be the man who stood 
in his way, vor the woman of whom he had 
tired. ” 

“Nor f,” returned Reby, signficantly, 

"Don’t you think we ought to give Washingtou 
a hint |" 

"Of what?” 

" That—that——”’ 

"That I think him « murderer, because the dog 
files at him? No, Ib would be absurd, as we bave 
no proof. The best thing te do is to watch 
him as closely as we cau, and the new maid 
also,” 


‘* Perhaps that fs the best to go on,” 

“T thing ft is,” 

"Have you evewy thing weady faw the 
twavellaws?’’ demanded the Earl, who had 
been out on the terrace smoking a cigar with 
Max. 

* Why ?” 

" Because they awe coming. Just tawned the 
cawnaw.” 

© Yes, evewything is weady,” returned his wife, 
malmicking him in the coolest way !maginable. 
“Don't excite yourself,” but he had tarned away, 
and was welcoming the arrivals cordially. 

‘© This is good of you all to come here,’ safd 
Opal, sinking Into a chafr, and throwlng aside her 
heavily-plamed hat, “ and welcome us back.” 

" Why good ? We wanted tosee you,” sald Lady 
Dorothy, kleafug ber. 

* Are you tired!” asked Raby, standing bealde 


“Nob at all. We had quite a pleasant 
journey.” 
“I am glad you did not find It fatiguing,’ 
amiled Spragg, helping her off with her 
loves. 

" Are you?” she returned, io such a kindly 
way that some of the onlockers were astonished — 
notably, Lady Dorothy and Max, 

But Opal had adhered to her good resolutions, 
and suppressing her dislike for her hasband, show- 
{ng nothing save unvarying gentleness towards 
him, which filled him with delight, made him 
hope all yet would be well between them. 
happiness made him look younger and better. 
He wore quitea jaunty afr ae he handed the tiny 
tea-cups to the ladies, and chatted about his 
travels ; and Raby whispered to her aunt. “ They 
are better friends,” and the old lady murraured 
back " Yes,” and then fell to wondering what the 
resulb would be if ih turned out Chicherly was 
alive, and if he came to diastuyb the budding 
-smonaad and pence of the master of Temple 

ene. 

And while sha wondered, and Spregg chatted, 
and Raby and Opal compared notes, and the 
Ear! vacantly stared at the ceiling, Max found 
himeelf silently sbudylng the exceeding loveliness 
of bis coustn’s face, , 

She had improved in some respects, was 
fuller and more queenly in bearing, more 
graceful ; but she was wiid-eyed, he saw, now, 
and nervour, and kept down her feelings with a 
strong effort. 

Yer this wild-eyed, graceful woman was more 





as flowers from his master, he used to rush at him 
snarling.” 


to his liking than the timfd girl had been; and 
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tality, eald, “ You are all going to stay and have 
dinner here, of course!” he felt inelined to cry 
out, “ No, no, I must not stay. Ihave no right, 
for I love that pale, beaatiful woman sitting 
there, the woman who Is your wife, andI dare 
not remain near her,” Yet he did, and took 
down to dioner and sat ab ber rig 


“CHAPTER XXXIL 
Tt would have been better for Max had he 


away at once, have fled from the the | smfl 


enchantress ; but he found it hard to do a0, He 
was fair, like Paul, and isstinctively she turned to 
him, sought his society, and consolation in fb, for 
she had a tender, sisterly affection for her cousin, 
and enjoyed long chats, or rides, or drives with 


Nothing piensed her more than to don her 


habit, mount Bicebell, and ride away beside | a 


him for miles over the moors, where the keen, 
salt breath of the sea swep) by, and the wild- 
fowl winged their filght over the 

heather, She did not guess the danger 

was in this close intercourse for him, did not 
dresm he cared for her one whit more than he 
ought. 

He controlled himself wonderfully. The 
“ china-blue” eyes met hers calmly, his hands 
did not tremble aa they touched hers, he gave no 
sign of the passion that stirred his heart, uttered 
po word she t not hear, 

Mr. gg looked on at the friendliness that 
existed between the consins with great approval. 
He honestly liked Max; then he was a Oolonel, 
aman of position, on terms of intimacy with 
many of the nobility, and therefore worthy of 
much respect, and he was glad to see Opal take 
an interest in anything, eo he pressed als 
to come to Temple Dene whenever he liked, and 
to stay there in a way which the man whoenvied 
him one thing he possessed found it fmposslble 
to refuse, There wasno apparent reason why he 
should not go, and he feared that refusing might 
arouse suspicion, so he braced himself for the 
ordeal, and wend constantly. 

The mummy seemed to think no entertainment 
complete without “the Oolone),” and insisted on 
his being present nt the dinner he gave to his 
nelghboare, another given {n honour of Copeland 
Vane and bis intended bride, Mrs, Davidson, and 
a third to which his own Transatlantic friends 
were chiefly seked, and which, somehow or 
other, wae not quite such a success as the first 
two, 


** Are yon fond of so mach gafety ?” Max asked | Tra’ 


Opal, the morning following the Yankee dinner, 
= they walked to the cemetery laden with 


owers. 
be she answered, "I ehonld prefer a quieter 


‘*'Then why don’é yor tell Mr. Spragg so?” he 
asked in astonishment, 

" He likes entertaining his friends. Ib gives 
him much pleasure, and I would not deprive 
him of that for the world.” 

But hie greatest pleasure fs to please you, I 
am sure,” expostulated her companion, who had 
noticed the American’s devotion to his wife. 

“T am aware of that, and I am also aware 
that If he knew I did not Ike gaiety he would 
not ask # creature to Temple Dene.” 

* Then why don’t you tell him!” 

* Because I wonld not deprive him of any en- 
joyment he derives from seelng his friends. I 
did him 9 great Injustice when I married him, 
acd all I can do now fa to humour any whim he 
has, and bend my wishes to his,” 

“ You mean—-you do not lova him ?” 

She bowed her head without looking ap. 

* T did {t for his eake,’’ she sald, pointing at 
Billie's grave, while the tears gathered thickly 
on her dark lashes, : 





“That was exonse ” remarked Max, 
as he placed a wreath of white roses on the 


t | marble cross, 


“*I hardly think so,” she answered, shaking 


him 
; with his usual hospl- | her head. 


‘*A woman fs crael to marry a man who loves 
her very much, and for whom she does not care, 
Sa ere 
is ice to bis fire.” 

“Other men suffer as grgab agony, some- 
times, craving for a love they cannot win, At 
least a husband has the joy of possession, the 
knowledge that the object he adores {s bound to 
him by the closest iis on earth.” 

That is little . There is no happiness 
onde rata ut out from hie wife’s affec- 


“Perhaps so, Which ts the worst, do you 
think, to love too much, or to love too little }” 
** To love too little,” she answered, with a sad 


% 
** And I think to love too much.” 

"T cannot anderstand that.” 

‘Can you not understand a man craving and 
longing for an affection that can never be his 1— 
Sian wen calsieg Mo” heeaies keeping 

i eyes, res g* 
down his fustinets with an fron hand, and Nvin 

horrible is loving too much,” 


3 
g 


“T—I—hardly know,” she faltered, startled 
by bis vehemence, 


sence, 

utmost ends of the earth to escape temptation 1” 
‘I would fly to the utmost ends of the earth,” 

she revarned, quietly, and firmly her 

calmness, 


“rather ‘than op ate my own 
honour, and the peace and happiness of the 
woman I loved.” 


"You are right,” he said, after a moment's 
pause. “A man would bea coward, s miserable 
poltroon, who would consider his own happiness 
before that of the woman he adores.” 

"Shall we go back?"’ he asked abruptly, and 

back in allence, - 


0 — they walked 

rhe nexb sy Colonel Lonedale left Temple 
Dena, and a week later he rejoined his regiment, 
which was ordered out on active service to the 


nevaal, 
Mr. Spragg loudly bewailed his departure, 
declariog be should sles him immensely—he 
was the nicest fellow he knew, and wishing he 
could have stayed over for the 

His loud grumbling made up for wife's 
silence, and no one noticed that she did not 
utter one word of regret at her couain’s departure, 
which might have caused some astonishment, as 
her partiality for him was well known. 

"So Max has left you?” sald’ Ruby, as she 
pvceye Ps aig ab Westcourd, some 

8) ‘ter . 

C Yen. And quite time he did go,” mapped 
Lady Dorothy, 

“Why?” asked her nlece amazsdly, *'I 
thought he was such a favourite of ‘yours that 
you always liked to have him with you !”’ 

"So he fs, Still, I don’t like to see a man 


make a fool of himself.” 
“ Has our gallant cousin been doing that!” 
inquired the Oountess, from her opera- 


tion of peeling cff an enormously long pair of 
grey gloves, 

e Yes,” 

7 How ” 

"Oh, to the neaal way, over a woman,” 
“Some of the datrymalds or country wenches 





about I presume,” she suggested, going on with 


m Yoo,” sald the old sload. Adding 
t 
herself, “ If you cheese 06 thiak oo” ; 

“Ah! LIhbad no ides he was of smorous pro. 

Sr deat asteretangeasee 
y never ador 
psn pore ‘ sats me 

sy you?” sarcas a 

‘* I did, I assure you, T belleved him atterly 
— of experiencing s great passion, 

“You were wrong then.” 

**So ib seems, Are you going to tell me all 
about [t 1” continued Countess, settling her- 
self comfortably to hear a string of scanda) 

“No,” returned Lady Dorothy, shortly. 

uF 7 ag sirople, bub , ficien 

or very p a an b 
reason, I don’t know ‘all about iad 

“Obl Lees, Max's love affair is wrapped in 
impenetrable mystery.” 

* Just so,” 

\ © Then we won't say anything more about 
t. 

"No, Tell me what you have come for!” 

**To talk about Opal and Paul CiJcherly.” 

"Opal and Paul 1” 

it Yes,” 

" What about them!” 

“IT am eure be Is alive,” 

“Yen nodding her heed decidedly ther 

ea,” , » “Ano 
letter reached The Rest to-day ad to Mies 


“Did Jennie tell you that?” 

“She did; what is more, she put it in 
her pocket, and it is,"’ laying a sheet of 
paper on the table, 

Lady pecvey snatched {ib up eagerly, and 


Io was a pasalovate, almost broken-hearted 
appeal from Paul Chicherly, begging for a line 
from thé woman he loved—-only one Ifge—to say 
she was well and unc with regard to him, 
and asking why she not answered the two 
letters already senb to her, thas he had written 
from the Falkland Isles and America, and repest- 
ing his entreaties to her not to be offended, and 
her that had he not lost hia senves after 
Ipwrecked be would have written before, 
and told her of his whereabouts. ; 

The letter concladed with declarations of un- 
dying erm the information that he would 
hasten to Rest 


t and forget all bis 
pach eniSetiogs wall hardehign tn the grend joy of 


i 





Le 
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That eveving, Opal, refreshed by her long reat, 
isan MULTE teat Un, wills Gil aaoa Ye fing, 
and & fisecy wrap that Valerie offered her, 


went out for a stroll fn the garden. 

It was a lovely May uight—warm, clear, still, 
The stars shining brilllantly tn the azure sky, 
best vo eclipse the moon, and disperse 


Thealr wae «weet with the perfume of budding 
flowere, the breeth of coming euramer. 

The great trees looked sombre im the starry 

; and upin the white thorn the " poet- 


" wee g forth a flood of rippling 
all Satoh, tat sweet, and yet so oad, 


melancholy fm the song of ‘ the btingale 
Hatened to on a sell, tots iachels poo Opal 
wae os 


against the old sun-dial Ustening to 
stirred her heart 20 








* At last, at lash you have come to me,” 
‘Too late 1” eho sobeed dance OY 
’ g ug 
in the joy of seeing » friends, home, 
the many months that bad clapsed slace he 
salled In the [ill-fated Juno. 
“Yeu, Ihave beento The Rest, Ihave seen 
your father. I know all,” 
"aAnt” 
“Yes, all! I know that you have been falth- 
tothe poor man, have sold yourself to the 
Sees ean cet so 
on it, “ la you 
mayen a otra ond 95 So pee ne in 
he 


heartless.” 
“Nob that, nob that,” she walled, as he flang 
away her hand ; “I was true to you. We thought 
dead.” 


you 
"You see I live. BatI wish to Heaven that I 
had dled—ended my maleerahie existence before I 


knew your ‘ 

° Why ald you not write!” she marmared, 
otfll dazed and bewildered. _ 

“ My letters recently sent to you explain that,” 


he re a 
“What letters!” she ssked, in astontsh- 


ment, 

The three I sent to you during the past 
ex months,” 

“*T never racelyed them,” 

“Nor the one I sent from Liverpool two 
days ago +” j 
oe No.” 
¢ There mast be treachery, then, some- 


* Where did you send them!” 

"To The Rest,” 

‘Ab, my father |” che sald, quickly. 

“Taee. He kept them from you.” 
“[—I—supposs 20,” she faltered, reluc- 


tantly. 
"I told you in them,” he went on coldly, 


“how I was struck on the head by a falling spar |* 


when the Juno was lost, which caused this acar,” 
a rip 4] had « iHfebelt on, and 
sated up by a small vessel belonging 
to the Falkland ieee Thither the men iu It 
took me, for I was unconscious, and could give 
no account of myself, and there was nothing on 
me which could lead to identification. When I 
recovered consclousness I was mad from the 
pod = Pe mate ao an ey is that 
awful t spent about on the waver. 
I remained so, I know not now, for about two 
years, during which time the bh fishermen 
of the Isles who rescued me played the partof 
good Samaritans, and cared me well, The 
first thing Idid on recoverfag my senses was to 
write to you, and then, when I had carned a 
little money—for I was rages destitute— 
and regalued my strength I st for Kogland 
and worked my way slowly and laboriously 
home to find"-—-he caught his breath here— 
““¢hat you had fo mé-—were uatrue,”’ 
“Nay, hear me,” she cried, “I was true. 
We were poor, simost starving ; 
ee eee eee ae a. 5 
again again miarry Mr. Spragg, bat 
refused. I would be falthfal to your memory, 
IT thought, though my heart bled at tha sighd 
of the child, dying for the want of common 


** And what made you change your mind— 
made you false to it 1” 

“The knowledge of your unworthiness,” she 
said, slowly. 

“My unworthiness? What do you mean?” 

“I mean that I heard how you treated Valerte 
de aa ocul ‘ 

ei de Largue!” 

* Yes; I saw the letter which condemned you 
aa 


as % heartless deceiver. 
rk , you must be mad, mistaken.”’ 
ould to Heaven I was, The proof was too 


conclusive, 
“ Proof—what? I am bewildered. Valerie 
de L t—oh ! that I should have to speak of 


such to you-—-was a mistress of my unfor- 
tunate a” 
“Paall” 


"Yes. He picked her up in Paris, and tiring 





of ber, deserted her. When starving with her 








baby fn Paris che wrote constantly to him, snd 
ot lags made her way to England. Hoe asked me 
to see this woman, and i did, gave money, and 
found her a place ina shop, I had not time to 
go down to Temple Dene again before I sailed, 20 
wrote across « letter of hers that I had In my 
pocket, ‘Gave Valerie de Largue a hundred 
pounds, and found her a situation Io a shop. 
Giad this matter fs quietly settled,’ and sent ft 
off to him. I had not time for more. Aa Heaven 
is ray witness she was nothing to me.” 

** Oh, Paull Paul land [doubted you, my honest, 
true- hearted love,” sobbed the wretched woman 
at his elde, seelog it all clearly, her father’s 
treachery, his father’s shamelessness. 

"Who showed you that letter?” he asked 
aternly. 

“My father,” she faitered. 

"TI thought so, I knew he would part ns, 
I warned you, and could you not have trusted 
in the faithfulness of a man whose whole soul 
was bound up in you, who has never given a 
thonght to another womap, whore love wes 
stronger than death }” 

“Spare me,” she pleaced, pltifally. "Think 
how I have suffered |’ 

“And I too, There ie no hope in tho future 
for me; my life is ended without you, rufned, 
I cannot forget you—you another man's wife; " 
and covering his face with his hands he wept as 
only a stropg man can, tears wrang from his 
heart’s agony and despair, bis wounded love, his 
rulned hopes, 

" Paul,” esid Opal, laying her shaking hands on 
his arm, “don’t, don’s; you kill me; I cannot 
bear to see you like this, Oh! my dear one, if I 
had but known—coald but have guessed! Don’t 
blame me too moch,” 

*I will try not to,” he said, in broken tones 
lifting a white, desperate face, 

‘Think of the pressure put upon me, the 
treachery practised, and—forgive.” 

The wistfal blue eyes met bia aad gaze, the 
pale lips trambied, the Uttle hande grasped his 
arm, 


‘' Forgive 1" she marmured, sgain. 

“Ido forgive,” he said, faintly, locking at 
the lovely face, so infinitely dear to him, so 
intensely loved. ‘I underatan?d. You stood 
little chance agalnst your father’s machinatione. 
He meant to part ug; he has succeeded, A chasm 
yawns between us, bridgelees as the grave.” 

“Ob, Heaven 1” she moaned. 

"We must be strangers,” he went on, taking 
her cold fingers in hie hands. 

* Yes, you must leave me,” she alghed. 

“ And what will life hold then for efther of 
ost” 

* Nothing.” 

Taey looked at each other, as people look at 
their beloved dead before the grave closes over 
them, and hides them for ever from their a'ght ; 
these two, who in the future must mest as 
strangers, crashing down the love in thelr hearts, 
trampling on their natural Instlucts, fighting a 
battle, flerce, severe, for which there would be 
no reward in this world. 

They were changed outwardly, they must 
change fawardly ; and as she stood before him, 
and saw him strong, brave, true, faithful as on 
the day he had sald farewell to her on the Dane 
levels, she wished that she might die, and forget, 
for the burden of living seemed too great to 
bear. 

"Good-bye !’? he murmared, hoarsely. 

* Forget me,” she whispered. 

*T cannot while I live,” he anawered, 
“ Heaven pity us!” he cried, wildly. ‘ What 
ain have we committed to be punished like this 1 
How shali I live withont you, my darling, my 
own?” and for an Inatant he drew her towards 
him, kissing her hands with passionate ardour. 
The nexd instant he dropped them, and, without 
another word, fled away through the dusky 
night, mad with the pain of despair and 
regret. . 


CHAPTER XXXIV, 


For @ while Opal stood motionless, alone in 
the starry gloom. The words of the man who 
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Siete) 





had left her Hogered in her ears, dulling 

memory, dazing her senses, leaving ber helpless. 

neal ga not ce yp town = —_ could not 

8 _ 8 there, her white, 

face severed the uot whan net ach tee. 
* Madame, {t makes very cold. I have brought 

these thick shawl pour vous.” 


through the hall, 
Mam'selle Valerie Cotin found the door shut in 
her face as she hurried up. 

Safe in her room, Opal fang herself face down- 
wards on the bed, trylog to stifle the sobs that 
threatenei to rend her heart in twaia. 

Over her soul a tempest whirled—a tempest 
of vain regret, and 1} that could never be 
satisfied. How could she bear it—bear to live 
with one man, and love another! for she knew 
that she loved Paul as well as of yore—she a 
wife | and the shame of id filled her with horror, 

She was wretched—a girl in years, a woman 
in sorrow. Life stretched before her, and may 
be a long one, a miserable blank. She could not 
blot ont the past, she could not regain her old 
girlish innocence, the glad freedom of her old 
life, She was stricken to the soul, That fatefai 
hour with Paul showed her what her life ought 
‘to be, and what ft was. 

A scorching blast of shame passed over her, & 
senso of degradation and misery, as the bitter, 
passionate longing for Paul grew deeper, and the 
loathing of ber husband greater. 


glimpse of her, bis will and better jadg 
ment ; forced to do ib, by some fatal fnecination 
which he was powerless to resist. He kuew he 
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another man’s wife, nor 






Joy gone for ever, and instead was a | full of 


consciousness of sin, that goawed like a living 
agony, and robbed her of ail desire to live, made 
her erave for death, as the only escape from her 


maleery. 

T h the long night she wrestled with the 
eal salt ae ain hts, and when the 
morning broke she roused lf, and 
away sll trace of the bitter tears she had shed, 
braced herself to the hard task of quelling and 
hiding her sorrow, and facing the world witha 
pinthd foe. 


She succeeded so well that when Lady 
Dorothy and Ruby came to break the news to 
her they did not notice anything amiss; and 
planged at once into explanation, But she 
stopped them ad once, 

" ] know all,” she sald, coldly, “I saw Lieu- 
tenant Ohicherly last night.” 

“Ahi” ejaculated her ladyship, “We are 
too late, then, Yon’ve seen him!” 

" Yes,” 

“ And what are you going to do!” 

“Dot” she echoed, with scornful surprise, 
** Why—nothing ! We are strangers now.” 

**Toat’s right, that’s right! Better to let by- 
gones be bygones. No good raking up what's 
past,” the old women, eagerly deceived 
by her calm manner, 

“e No,” 

** And your husband needn’t know.” 
thing y rons whee to, oe every- 

» she returned, proudly, ‘' Whoever de- 
colved him I did not.” 

** OF course, of course |” 

“She takes {t very well,” sald Lady Doro 
to the Countess, as they drove away. ‘I 
” Obht. ~ > si R aloud ; thinking 

‘Oh! yes,” agr aby, ; to 
herself, “ It will be all wrong.” 

And all wrong it was. “ Life was never the 
same again”—never could be—to the mistress 
of Temple Dene, The shock she had received 
made her cold, dall, Ustless, and Mr. Spragg, on 
his return, was not slow to notice ft.” 

Alas ! for his hopes of a happy future. They 
were dashed to the ground, never to be bullt up 
again. At first he could not understand the 
rene gh her demeanour to him, but when hs 
heard of young Chicherly’s return he under- 
atood, and c the man who had decefved him. 

He knew—felt that they had been lovers, and 
that Vane had purposely led to him. His heart 
sank like lead at the prospect before him. Yet 
he made a gallant effort to appear unconcerned, 
and was as attractive as ever to his wife, who 
fought and struggled against her horror of bim 





Dene, and put miles of the restless tossing ocean 
between them. 

“TI moust see her once before I go, to my 
amd he muttered. ‘“‘Only once—and 
t “aed eX] a. 

He did not fialsh the sentence, but the nex> 
dey, towards evening, he walked over to Temple 
ene, : 

Mc. Spragg had never asked him to call: since 
his return, bat a bowlog acquaintance had been 
kept up between the two men who both loved 
the same woman, and sincerely pitied each other 
—Paul, because he knew Spragg did not possess 
Opal’s love, and Spragg, Paul, because he was 
not Opal’s husband, 

He knew the American was nob at home, as he 


ry “ by 
maine host of the * Blue Dragon” that “ Master 
Spragg were goin’ to consult a ‘ tec’ about the 
robberies w were going on in his house, the 
latest having been a pair of diamond studs of 
great value.” 

Chicherly was indifferent as to whether he 
was at home or not, There was no harm in 
his going to say adien to an old friend ; so he 
walked up to the door boldly, and pulled the bell, 

Benson avswered the summons, and showed 
him into the drawing-room, audibly Heaven- 
blessing him, 

People were expected to dioner that night at 
Temple Dane, and Opal had dressed early. She 
stood by the window toying with a great bouquet 
of - hanotis, gardenias and lilies, looking like 
an antique picture in her long; clinging gown of 
white velvet, her amber hair falling in rings and 
waves on the fair-brow ; strings of costly pearls 
round her throat and arms and looping her 


Paal stood for a moment silent, regarding 
her, and then went forward, as she turned to 


greet him. 
(7o be continued.) 








Tere are fo circulation in China at the 
present time colns bearing the names of Emperors 
who Ifved 2,000 years ago. In Ss, Petersburg 
there fa preserved a Chinese bank-note 3 000 
years old! The first English Bank of England 
note was issued fn 1750. Among the nations of 
to-day gunpowder {is supposed to have been in- 
vented by Schwartz in 1320, but there is evidencs 
that the Chinese were using a similar composition 
im the year 85. 
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© Mania, you let that young Bobster stay las " ¥ 
. y last I nave heard,” he stammered, hoping againet 
FACETLAE. until one o'clock.” *, mamma, you boo ‘that you are sngaged. Is it’ wast” 
— tr ia I must give him time to propose.” . " she replied; ‘bat I expect to be,” 
Wie: * Jobo, ala you, mals an she! “alght I T be atatters pod wide a oo, you rd “May 1—er—mak when | “In about j two 
cards : bs ° em "Tat Xe Sinllopate is at the on Currox: " Were you —, when you took 
you ” your bicycle apart and cleaned {t, not to lose avy 
we a vie head og Sor ngs dada eel | Piakte ! “how: Bhs tated the parlour, Jane.” | of the parte!” Deyde: Not to lose any of 
et” Mrs. Partie. “Oh, p Ay 20g On! " Yos, miss,” ‘And, Jane, after ym laid his | them? Why, when I put the machine together 
peop: ¥ | box of chocolate on the mantelplece, tell him I | again J had nearly a dozen pieces left over !” 


ie a asaiiet teed’ tare 

ae svt de you mens 
money,’ you mean by that, 

Bela” “ Because * 


you are to be so 
pesutifally left. Papa has 
“Sixteen boys went to “a canal on a 


summer's afternoon to — the teacher, 
* but five were told not to bathe, How many 
wentin?” " Sixteen,” sald Sam. 


Mas, Laxxstpe; "I don’t see why you can’t 
marry Mr, me gg Daughter: ‘Lob me 
please myself this time, ma, and I'll try to 


please you the next time,” 

A YOUNG man married against the wishea 
of bis ~s Bo een ay paged goer 
it to ‘Tell them I am dead, old | 
Sihc tal Genaly Sock thom tap to the cielo? 
Tue Happy Man: “I tell you, old fellow s | 
man doesn’t know what real pines fe until | 
he’s married.” Oynioal Married soit 
he fiads ft consists in being single.” 

Youre Lapy ( to stesr): “Why this 

boat acts queerly, seems to me,” + Hearn 
(gently): guess | 


“ Henny, I dreamed of planting sweet peas last | 
night.” -“ Oh, yes ; of course you dreamed you | 


ereching on: Sore weet 2 for you, and that’s | 
way 
"My parents may come between PY sotip she | 





faltered, “ If do,” be exclaimed, 
Fong must be pretty small.” And he ‘eae | | 
till closer to his manly breast. 


“Taam have bso eter tha t rot my | 
money to that broker.” “Whyso! Are appes-- 
ances against him {” "No, confound him | It’s | 
his disapperance.” - 

Youna Lapr: “Mercy me! When fast fn | 


ioe Pootographed it,” 

‘Mrs Gazns,” observed a friend of the family, | 
ue Say Super womee, She can converse | 
erat on a thousand different | 
ie,” eke sighed Mr. Gabbe, “and she | 


| 

pew les ‘What was your graduation essay | 
aboub}” Mabel ; “What the astronomers know 
about Mars.’” " Dear Why did you | 


choose that subject 1” « Because I didn’s tive 
time to write much,” 

Miss Lotv Fuooan: “I will give yez me | 
answer ins mouth, Pat.” He: “That's ri’bt, | 
me darlint ; tek plinty av time to think it ovar. | 
Bat tell me wan thing now—will It be yes or | 
BO 

See; “ After we are married we must econo- | 
I shall bake my own bread.” He: “ Vi bg # 

ttle 
my 


am out.” |  Wasne’s your watch?” seked the observant 
A parer gogsged a reporter to travel and send | man. “ Why, here tt fs,” replied the man whose 
by wire all important news, The reporter was a | prosperity had slipped a cog or two recently. 
novice, and sent the following to his paper: ‘A |" But that's aallver ona The one you used to 
jadge is down shootin “ Toe editor | carry had a handsome gold case.’ ‘' Well—er— 
velegra back to his : “ Let yourself | circumstances alter cases, you know.” 
oub to him asa Mrs, A. (before the full-length portrait of a 
Friend (to Mr, Levy): “Don’t you think it’s girl): “ Ob, if I only knew the paiater of this!” 
a pity, » to let your Hittle son walk so eurig? | — (omens forward joyfully): ‘* Permit me, 
He ts ge quite bandy-legged.”” -M-. Levy : to introduce myself aa the paluier.”’ 
"IT vantes to get bandy- “logged. You see I | | Mes ys “ What extraordinary good luck! Now 
yen Pe oped mineselluf, ven mine poy | you will tell me, won't you, the address of the 
1d rye o vear mine left-off trousers dey | dresemaker who made this girl’s frock |” 
fits ster If he is bandy-legged |’’ | “Am” sighed the ‘long-halred passenger, 
A CLERGY em in a parish bean Y “how little we know of the future and what it 
know what the people t of bis preaching, | bas in atore for as!” “That's right,” re- 
z me apr wed ” the sexton, and asked what the | jolned the man with the auburn whiskers in the 
sald of Mr, Jones, his predecessor, “Oh,” | seat opposite, “ Little did I thiak some thirty 
r ire — ba he isn’s sound.” | years ago, when I carved my initials on the rade 
"Well, w' meter sb wd new minister?” | desk in the old country achool, that I would 
“Oh, say saree | some day grow up and fail to become famous.” 
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You wish the Best P certainly. Then use 


CALVERT’S 
CARBOLIC PREPARATIONS 


THE BEST DISINFECTANTS, 
THE BEST SOAPS, 
THE BEST DENTIFRICES, 


THE BEST OINTMENT. 


PPP PPL LL DPD LA PL LAS 


They have been Awarded 100 Gold and Silver Medale 
and Diplomas for Superior Excellence, and should be used 
In every Household to prevent Infectious Diseases. 


Can be obtained at Chemists, Grocers, Siores, de. 





BUYERS ARE-WARNED AGAINST INFERIOR IMITATIONS, WHIGH ARE NUMEROUS. 
INustrated List Post Free on Application. 





| F.C. CALVERT &CO.(*:3”), Manchester. 











PEPPER’S TONIC 


Promotes Appetite. 
CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, NERVOYS COMPLAINTS. 
SHILLING BOTTLES. 


A SPOTLESS SKIN. 
A BEAUTIFUL OOMPLEXIOA. 


BRUPTIONS, PIMPLES 
ENTIRELY FADE AWAY. 
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SOCIETY. 


Tr ts hoped that the Queen will be able to 
meet her eldest daughter on the Riviera early In 
next spring. 

Tue Doke of York has. accepted the presidency 
of the Royal School for Naval and Marine 
Officers’ Daughters, which became vacant by the 
death of the Dake of Coburg. 


Tue Queen's stay at Windsor will last antil 
nearly Christmas, provided that Her Majeaty’s 
visit to the Empress Frederick does not take 
place earlier than ab present it seems likely to 
do. The Court will go to Osborne for Christmas, 
and the Qacen will remain In the Isle of Wight 
through January. 

THene fs every 


Tr fa sald that Qaeen Wilhelmina of the Nether- 
jande uses an entire cham botile of eau do 
Cologne every morning, and so intent is she on 
getting enough of her favourite vinegar that she 
has the bottle opened in her noe, aniffi it, 
assures herself of tte high quality by a test over a 
lamp, and then pours the contents into the bath 
with her own hand. 


Ir fs sebtled that Princess Charles of Denmark 
will secompanythe Princess of Wales back to 
Rogland for the winter, as the severe cold of the 
Danish capital greatly tries her Royal Highness. 
Toe arrangements are that Prince Charles of 
Denmark shall Frwy Fees. ayn a Princess 
Caarles to Kogland or jo ater and proceed 
with her Royal Highnese to the shores of the 
Mediterranean, where the Princess has been 
adyiseed by her medical men to spend the 
remaiader of the winter from January. 

Tue P.ince and Princess of Wales will vieit 
Belfast during the last fortmight of January in 
order to lay the foundation-etone of the new 
Royal Victorfa Hospital, and will be the guests of 
Lord and Lady Londonderry at Mount Stewart 
during thelr stay in Uleter. [0 fe expected that 
the Pciace and Princess of Wales will spend a few 
days ia Dabiln after their vieit to Belfast, when 
they will be the guests of the L.»rd-Lieutenant and 
Lady Cadogan at the Viceregal Lodge; buat 
nothing fs yet settled. A visis to the Dake 
and Dachess of Devonshire at Lismore Castle fs 
also possible, : 

From Indla comes the news that the Maharajah 
of Bikaneer has béen Informed that Her Mojesty 
has conferred upon him the rank of major fu the 
Army. The compliment {is conferred upon his 


Higbnuese fn recognition of the greas interest he | 


hae taken in his Imperial Service troop, which 

are placed unreservedly at the disposal of the 

Imperial Government. The Maharajah is most 

desirons of obtaining, if possible, some military 

employmentin China, so that he may show his 

loyalty to the Throne by personal service in the 
eld, 

THe mode of procedure as regards presentation 
at Courtis simple. A lady wishing to be pre- 
sented must apply at the Lord Chamberlain's 
¢flics at St. James’s Palace for the necessary cards, 
which should be duly filled with the required Infor- 
mation, namely, the lady’s name and address, and 
that of her father or husband, as the case may be. 
The lady making the presentation must sign the 
carceto the effect that. she proposes dolng io, 
These cards the d¢hu‘ante must take 
her to the Palace on the Important day. Once a 
lady has been presented, 1b {s unnecessary for her 
to notify beforehand to the Lord Chamberlain her 
intention of attending a Drawiog Room. She 
need nob even provide herself with cards; she 
ases those supplied at the Palace, writing her 
pare fw full and very clearly, but without 
putting any address. There {ls a table, with pen 
and {ok and cards, arranged for the purpose in 
one of the corridors of the Palace, 





STATISTICS. | 


Tron Minaya gives employment to more than 
17,000 persons in Eagland, 

Tr fe extimated that about 400,000 acres of 
land.In the Ualted Siates are planted with 


THERE are 4,200 species of plants used for 
commercial purposes. Of these, 420 are ased 
for perfame. 

“Tue Polar bears of Kodiak Island weigh 
from 2.500 te 3,000 lbs., and none of them has 
ever been caught alive, 





GEMS. 


In the garden of humanity the weed too 
often takes prominence of the flower. 

Toxzars are mind-plictures drawn in the lights 
and shadows of our best thoughts, 

CuittyaTion {mplies something to cultivate. 
We plant the seed fn favourable soll, if we 
would reap a harvest. We train the muscle 
that already has some strength if we would 
make an a . We foster an aptitude for 
selng tools if we would make a mechanie, 
In like manner, if we would cultivate the 
moral nature, we must seek for the best instincts 
that are already active, and nourish and de- 
velop them, instead of direc all our efforts 
to supply what is lacking, aach efforts being 
—" only when co-operation can be fally 
secured, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Evosrserry Wine —Pick the berries, bruise 
and them, letithe liquor settle in a glazed 
ear ware vessel for twelve hours; put to 
pint of the jaice a plat and a half of water, an 
to every gallon of this liguor three pounds of 
sugar, Set in a kettle over the fire, and when 
about to boll clarify with white of egg: well 
beaten, and then let ft boll one hour. When 
almost cold put intoa barrel with yeast and fill 
up regularly with some of the saved liquor, as it 
sinks by workings, In a month fp may be 
bottled. - 

Musnroou Carsur.—Take all the stalks, peel, 
and broken pieces of mashrooms which have not 
been otherwise used, wipe with flannel, and 
placs io an apglezed earthenware basin, To 
every half-peck of mushrooms strew with one- 
quarter pound of salt, and leave all night In 
a cool oven ; strain off the Uquor, and boil it for 
fifteen minutes. To each ner add __half- 
ounce of pepper, a good pinch of splice and 
of powdered ginger, and a blade of mace, Boil 
quickly for half an hour, and bottle as before. 

ae whole mushrooms may, of course, be used 
instead of the pariogs and stalks, but {f the best 
portions ara cooked fresh, if pickled, the remains 
do quite well for the cateup, 

IOKLED CaBpace Procure a large parpla 
cabbage, and the pickle will be all the more crisp 
if frost has touched the leaves of the cabbage. 
Remove tha outside leaves, cat the cabbage in 

a then Into thin shreds across the leaf, 
he part of the etalks is cut away. Sprinkle 
lentifully wlth salt, and let 13 xemain twenty- 
four houre, Drain from the liquor, and wash to 
just covers the 
away, determine 
To each 


seed, a couple of bay leaves, and a quarter of af 
ounce of all-spice. Ball the vinegar with the 
— fifteen minutes, and leave to get cold. 

shredded cabbage Is beat made as dry as 
poasible in » cloth ; {tis then a in jars, 
and the cold vinegar poured over, In a fortnight 
ft will be fit for use, 








MISCELLANEOUS, 


Prnromep butter {is the jatest American fad. 


Srortine rifles and guns pay duty according to 
welght in Germany and France, 


Ir the sun were suddenly extlagnished we 
shonid not be aware of the fact for 8 minute 
18 seconde, . 

A. cononge is not by law Mmfted to a jary of 
twelve men. He may have as many as twenty. 
three Uf he Itkes. : 

Tameies have been fomnd fn preblstoric 
mounds, with evidence of haying-heen made 
by machinery similar tq our own, 

Cos ts dearer In South Africa than in any 
other country in the world ; it ts cheapest in 
China, 

To guard against misfite the Brith Army 
Clothing Stores make thelr ualforms in thirty-six 
different alzes, 


ta 
sufficient to dye 500 yards of flannel, and the 
vermilion 2,560 yarda. 

Bomusar—named by the P. navigators 
of the sixteenth century Bom the beactifu! 
—has been called the finest modern city of 
and the noblest model of British enterprise 
{n the world, 


Few houses in Uruguay are provided with 
stoves for heating 8. No chimneys or 
fireplaces are , a8 & rule, one house 
recently bailt ab a cost of £3,000 having for ite 


only chimasy s stove-plpe from the kitchen. 


FF 


Te rash- or rush-candle, which was the 
**poor man’s ” for many centuries, was 
prepared by a dried rush of ‘fis bark 
except one strip which held the pith 
together, and dipping {t repeatedly in tallow. 


f 
i 


(green), fidellty ; topaz (yellow), warm affection; 
diamond (colourless) 


tears, pardon ; raby (red), beauty elegance ; 
onyx ‘cally grees), Glecord ; and amethyst 
(violet), humility parity of heart. 
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‘ wor womtns Brss.--Here 4#-a recipe for a deptlatory which is safe | “The Most Remarkable Work of the Present Century, 
and t ounces fin dered lim a! > RES t 
KOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS, | 22¢ssuliy cfoctivo-sight ounae fine powdered lime, (Vide Tux Press. 

ohenen tightly corked bx }.make a little into a paste with 
water, Pasha «| ¢ hairy sur letting it pre 
pea ec riSa te at Sak | Raat sal coos ee es cele ae 
a bone paper-knite; anoint with ® little ofl if there is 


other representati 
tment in the House of Commons. 


H.ps.—Take the juice and grated rind of one 
r weler, che Tablanporofal of goru as 
one 
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water % if the portion 

in ee $ Hany er a or bowl and 

borne at will gener- 

pov hepa Saahoe yo a ge 
a 

and poar Mates tenacbatay tareogle the Sakata 


either being bh to support life any- 
thing else, te be Hgutly and eaten 
with bro ean te or broken over ree, 
pte meal daria ts Sane io mont 
healthy drink a can take, 
8. B.—Itf it is genuine arabic it will melt very 
ensty Son ane ernie Pound i. weahiy if the 
pleces are blake ft up « ie aad, thon _ 
pataben ek gar df ve i¢ saiidicted esp 
Up thabecl st themtber surtoasting ine tottie. 

ait till tender, and off 
pe ante heaton ts 
ante eee enieeces ms or 
the fre the 
When can ht it does 
ook tla in ready Put into pots, and when oold 
lay paper aver 






clean white cotton 
pe Bye Nyaa: Be a 
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T Gas Bees teen tat oral all 


| Wx, 


the s not obtainable, water without soap— 
the latter ruins ollcloth ietag ct brightness of 
the paint... Hot wa also tatentone to it, 


your knee, 

Your tired knee, has #0 much to basr; 
A child's dear oyes are looking Jovingly 

From underneath a thatch of tangled hair. 
Perhaps you do not heed the velvet tonch 

Ot warm, moist fingers, folding yours so tight— 
You do not en Se blessing overmuch ; 

¥ too tired to pray to-night. 
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PROFESSOR BOYD LAYNARD'S GREAT WORK, 
‘Secrets of Beauty, 


HEALTH, AND LONG LIFE.” 


Published by HAMMOND, HAMMOND, & CO., 
19, 21, & 23, Ludgate Hill, London, 

The Publishers have much pleasure in announcing the 
issue of the popular edition of Professor oYD 
LaYNarp’s groat work, “ Secrets of Beauty, Health, 
and Long Life.” 

This remarkable handbook to the three subjects »m- 
braced in the title bas been a long period in preparation 
by the author ; being, in fact, the labour of msny years 
ot diligent rssearch and earnest investigation. The work 
is erravged in two books, fifteen parts and 197 chapters, 
the whole of which (in the popular edition now offered 
to the public) is bound in one volume. The bock, 
although published at Two Shillings, will, if ordered 
direct from the Publishers, be forwarded to i: eaders of 
the Lorpow Reaper, carriage paid, at the law discount 
price of 

ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE. 

Amongst the numerous eubjects dealt with, the foi- 
lowing are but a few ; a complete syllabus showing the 
contents of the whole of the 127 chapters, enumeratin 
upwards of Five Hunprep subjects and divisions o 
subjects, can be had free on. application to the 
Publishers :— 

Analysis of beanty—Beanty a possible attainment—- 
The way we make our own faces—Seereta of face trans 
formation—Changeableneas of beanty and its causes— 
Metaphysical secrete of keeping young and preserving 
@ youthful appearance—‘The author's investigations 
into the causes why some individuals look younger than 
others at a certain age—Wonders of the skin—Relation 
of the skin to beauty--Effects of mental emotions upon 
the skin—F ffects of heat, cold, and changes of temper- 
ature upon the skin—Bad complexions and their causes 
~ Diet that spoils and diet that iroproves the complexion 
~~ General care of the complexion Construction, 
growth, and wonders of the hair Why hair falls out and 
its remedy—Premature greynoss: its causes and pre- 
vention—General care of the hair—Superficia! bairs and 
how to treat them—Wrinkles: their prevention and 
treatment—Freckles, tan, and blackheads—Oily skin, 
dry skin, and loose skin—How the nose may be im- 

roved—Protruding cars and their treatment—Offensive 

eee cnaye eA of the teeth--Why tecth decay— 
General care of the teeth—Tallnees and how to attain it 
~Round shoulders and how to cure them—How to 
acquire a full chest—Perfect forma end figure: their 
es sel proportions—Thinness and its treatment— 
xcessive stoutness—Care of the bands—Care of the 
feet—Physiognomy: or the art of reading character 
from the face— Mental influences upen health--Power 
of the mind over the body—IJnfluence of the mind ir 
curing diseases—How the mixd can induce disease 
How violent ssions injure health--Laughter as 
a medicine—Ailments cured by lauglter—Wonderg 
of digestion--Relative value to our bodies of thd 
La a articles of food—Fiuits and vegetables ag 
medicine : their, various influences upon the physical 
system—Health-preserving diet and consistency—< 
—Diet favourable to me exertion and ‘Intellectual 
culture-—Influence of various foods upon an 
pr pee a me perilous articles of food—Light aud 
ts influence upon health—Exercise and its relation ta 
health—Baths and Bathing : their influence upon healt! 
—The way we breathe how it affecta our health— 
The marriage etate and its influence upon health-+ 
Statistics showing the comparative vitality of married 
and single persons—1C0 professions, trades, and occu- 
tions ; their respective influence upon health and 
life— and its relation to health—Conditions 


for healthy sleep—Insomnia and its treatment—The 


eyes and how to ne mle them—The ears and hearing : 
how to prevent deafness—-The voice: its cultivation. 
and preservation— Memory and how to improve it~ 


Stammering and how to cure it—Prevention of discase— - 


Colds; their preventéon and treatment—Constipation — 
Meuralgia--Nervousness~Headaches—That rebellious 
organ the ede gtr mya. B ‘its physiology and treat- 
ment— Rules of life for attaining vity—Compen- 
dium of the mental; moral, vavaenl, and external 
influences that lessen the years of our earthly existence 
—The mental, méral, i¢a), and external influences 
that are conducive to long life~How to live toa hundred 
Premature old age and its cause—Short biogre phics of 
30 modern centenarians, jw ages range from 115 to 
185 years—Attainwent of- long life-under physical 
disabilities Gen eral /prindiples that can be laid down 
for oe anticipation of longevity—The eight signs 6 


ORDER. FORM. .(3872.) 
To HAMMOND, HAMMOND, and CO., 
19; 21, and 23, Ludgnie Hill, Londen. 

Please fsa me fessor a Laynard’s coonplet 
work, “ SECRETS OF BEAUTY, HEALTH, AND 
LONG LIFE” tcasriage paid) for which J enclose the 
sume af One Shilling and. Sixpence. 

Name oo00 dons 
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THE LONDON BEADEP: 


Nov. 17, 1900. 
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Assistant 











time I leave off, I feel quite 














digestion, etc. 
nothing but the truth. I may say that 














anewman. I on agree with all you say about it—namely, that it lightens fati 


ny the truth and and 


have given it a fair trial, lasting cver three years.’ 


ou can make any oo think proper of this letter, as it is sim 


Mr. J. EDWARD JONES, Craig-y-Nos, Dinorwic Street, Carnarvon :—“ It gives me great 
pleasure to testify to the excellence of Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Cocoa.. It has worked wonders on me. I * 
have been a martyr to indigestion for many years, but since taking your celebrated Vi-Cocoa I am 
quite a different map. ty eng ge assistant, I often have to work | 


hours, and by the 
one up ; but after having acup of Dr, Tibbles’ 


i-Cocoa I feel quite 














ADDRESS— 





‘ Undoubted purity and strength.”—MepicaL MAGazIng, 
“In the front rank of really valuable foods.” 


Favoured by the Homes & Hospitals of Great Britain. 


DAINTY SAMPLE TIN FREE TO ANY ADDRESS. 


Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Cocoa, Limited, 60, Bunhill Row, London, E.C. 











ALL WHO DESIRE 


TO HAVE 


* SOFT VELVETY SKIN 
































CAN SOON IT Is 
OBTAIN [IT \ UNEQUALLED 
BY USING | AS A R. HOVENGEN & SONS LTO. 
' ” Berners W., and 
BEETHAM’S — SKIN TONIC nds BOn Lepace. 
Ad 











EMOLLIENT. 


IT REMOVES ALL 


ROUGHNESS, 
REDNESS, 
CHAPS 


IRRITATION, Eto. 
Bottles “ 2 Is, 











M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham. | 3 
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CHARM, one dose genorally sen cg 
D=. J. ! J. COLLIS peggy ed is e liquid medicine 
WITHOUT OUT HEADAGHE, and 1 invigorates the nervous ayetenn when 


CUBED ME OF DIL ARRECA,” 


CELLIS EROW NES 


CHLORODYNE 


IARRAGA, YSENTERY, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. D GENERAL A, ‘Dia HEALTH, Londen, REPORT that it AOTS as * 


CHOLERA. 


Dr. GIBBON, Army Medical Staff, Oaleut Osleutta, states !—"' Two DOSES COMPLETELY 








D* COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE.—Vico-Ohancellor Sir | [)™ 3. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE rapidly cate short 


Fagg WOOD stated ta Court that Dr. J. OOLLIS BROWNE was 


sworn tooo The Tune, July 18h, 1068 _— 


INVENTOR of CHLORODINE, that the whole story of, the EPILEPSY, utero pon 











D®,,3,, COMME BROWNE'S GHLORODINE ic tke TRUE ON a CAUTION 
wen NEURALGIA, GOUT, OANCER, TOOTHACHE, as 
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RADE MARE Of all Chemists. NaF Ae Boke 
RT, 88, Great Russell Hinasell Street, Uoatlon, WG, 
London : Fania by he Ror 0 Gras Bree Sean tnd Pratl by Wor & Koro Cont or 


